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FOREWORD    AND 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


This  monograph  is  published  on  the  occasion  of 
Philip  Evergood's  retrospective  exhibition  at  the 
Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art,  held  in  April 
and  May,  1960.  It  contains  a  catalogue  of  the  works 
shown  there,  and  illustrates  most  of  them.  It  also 
reproduces  some  thirty  paintings  which  could  not 
be  included  in  the  exhibition,  either  for  reasons  of 
space  or  because  they  are  murals  permanently  in- 
stalled elsewhere. 

The  story  of  Evergood's  life  is  an  eventful  one, 
which  has  not  before  been  told  in  detail.  Much  of 
the  present  account  is  in  his  own  words,  transcribed 
from  a  series  of  tape-recorded  interviews  with  the 
author.  This  technique  might  easily  have  inspired  a 
certain  self-consciousness,  but  in  Evergood's  case 
no  such  effect  was  apparent.  What  emerged  was 
the  spontaneous  record  of  a  life,  recalled  with  elo- 
quence, with  unusual  frankness  and  with  that  innate 
sense  of  drama  which  is  so  important  a  part  of  both 
his  personality  and  his  paintings.  Indeed  I  doubt  it 
there  is  another  contemporary  artist  whose  life 
illuminates  his  art  more  clearly — not  simply  because 
the  events  of  the  former  are  often  reflected  in  the 
latter,  but  also,  and  more  important,  because  the 
quality  of  his  response  to  experience  is  so  nearly 
identical  with  the  quality  of  his  creative  process.  It 
is  the  nature  and  intensity  of  this  response  which  I 
have  tried  to  preserve  in  the  autobiographical  pages 
drawn  from  the  recordings.  All  quotations  are  from 
the  latter  unless  otherwise  noted. 

I  am  most  grateful  to  the  artist  for  the  many  hours 
spent  on  these  interviews,  for  his  help  in  making 
available  a  wealth  of  manuscript  and  printed  ma- 
terial, and  for  his  kindness   in  permitting  me  to 


examine  the  paintings  and  drawings  in  his  studio. 
I  am  also  indebted  to  Herman  Baron,  Mrs.  Bella 
Fishko  and  Mrs.  Terry  Dintenfass  of  the  A.C.A. 
Gallery,  which  has  handled  Evergood's  work  for 
over  twenty  years;  their  records  and  their  assistance 
at  every  stage  of  the  project  wen-  invaluable.  The 
monograph  published  by  the  A.C.A.  Gallery  in  1946 
(Twenty  Years  Evcrgood)  was  another  most  useful 
source  of  information. 

Neither  this  book  nor  the  exhibition  would  have 
been  possible  without  the  generosity  oi  the  man) 
institutions  and  private  collectors  listed  below,  who 
lent  their  paintings  to  the  show  or  permitted  them 
to  be  reproduced  in  these  pages.  The  Whitnej 
Museum  is  especially  grateful  to  the  A.C.A.  Gallery, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sol  Brotly.  Mrs.  Terry  Dintenfass,  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  David  A.  Epstein,  Armand  G.  Erpf.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Lawrence  A.  Fleischman,  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Akin  M.  Greenstein,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  A.  Harris, 
Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roy  R. 
Neuberger  for  contributing  the  cost  of  new  color 
plates;  also  to  Art  News  for  permitting  us  to  use 
its  existing  plates  of  Girl  and  Sunflowers.  Their  as- 
sistance has  enabled  us  to  provide  a  more  adequate 
presentation  of  the  range  and  variety  of  Evergood's 
color  than  would  otherwise  have  been  possible. 
Most  of  the  color  photography  was  done  by  Oliver 
Baker. 

I  am  personally  indebted,  as  always,  to  my  col- 
leagues at  the  Whitney  Museum,  especially  to  Miss 
Rosalind  Irvine  who  compiled  the  chronology  and 
bibliography,  and  to  Mrs.  Patricia  Westlake  who 
handled  efficiently  SO  many  details  of  organization 
and  preparation. 
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PHILIP  EVERGOOD 


-A.  HILIP  EVERGOOD  is  a  stocky  man  en- 
dowed with  passionate  convictions  and  a  voice 
of  astonishing  volume.  He  talks  not  a  little  like 
Gullev  Jimson  in  The  Horse's  Montli — pun- 
gently,  oratorieally,  colloquially,  dramatically — 
moving  in  unpredictable  shifts  from  humor  to 
pathos,  from  fantasy  to  hard  common  sense.  He 
is,  above  all,  an  idealist,  and  his  allegiance  to 
causes  which  have  won  his  heart  has  kept  him  in 
the  frying  pan  or  the  fire  for  much  of  his  life. 
While  the  normal  laws  of  consequence  can  be 
perceived  in  some  of  the  disasters  which  have 
beset  him,  he  himself  suspects,  not  without  justi- 
fication, that  a  fate  intimately  entwined  in  his 
character  has  attracted  trouble  as  a  magnet 
draws  filings.  He  has  nearly  died  twice,  in  each 
case  through  the  incredible  carelessness  of 
others  rather  than  the  illness  itself.  He  has 
been  jailed  three  times,  but  his  most  serious 
brush  with  the  law  would  never  had  occurred 
if  a  well-meaning  prison  librarian  had  not  shown 
reproductions  of  his  work  to  two  young  con- 
victs. 

As  an  artist,  Evergood  has  been  called  a  social 
realist,  an  imaginative  realist,  a  surrealist,  an 
expressionist  and  a  sophisticated  primitive  with 
a  built-in  naivete.  "He's  as  mad  as  Poe,  I  some- 
times think,  but  he's  also  as  compelling,"  Robert 
Coates  once  wrote  of  him.  Throughout  Ins  fifty- 
eight  turbulent  years  (or  more  accurately  since 
the  age  of  four)  he  has  drawn  and  painted  con- 
tinuously. Indeed  he  has  been  too  prolific  for 


1.  M.  T.  Florinskij,  D.  S.  Mirsky  and  the  Fidget. 

1928  (slightly  enlarged  c.  1945).  Oil.  41  x  51.  Collection  of  Michael  T.  Florinshj. 


2.  Solomon  at  the  Court  of  Sheba. 

c.  1929.  Oil.  41  x  48.  Collection  of  Sully  Edwoods  and  Anne  Fleitn 


his  own  good,  but  this  is  also  a  part  of  his  nature, 
the  fruit  of  an  imagination  which  is  probably 
more  active  and  more  uninhibited  than  any  in 
twentieth-century  American  painting.  Conven- 
tional labels  seem  inadequate  to  define  an  art 
compounded,  as  his  is,  of  so  many  normally  op- 
posed qualities:  of  fantasy  and  realism,  of  sensu- 
ousness  and  satire,  of  deliberate  vulgarity  and  a 
fine  decorative  sensibility,  of  the  acid  and  the 
sweet.  "Sure  I'm  a  Social  Painter,"  Evergood 
entitled  an  article  he  once  wrote  for  the  Maga- 
zine of  Art,  but  just  as  surely  he  is  unlike  any 
other  social  painter  this  country  has  produced, 
if  only  because  of  that  strange  and  irrational 
vein  which  runs  through  so  much  of  his  work. 
Yet  it  would  be  equally  misleading  to  call  him 
a  surrealist  or  a  visionary,  for  he  is  not  a  deliber- 
ate wooer  of  the  subconscious,  nor  is  he  a 
mystic.  The  central  fact  about  his  art  is  that  it 
deals  with  life,  with  everyday  experience,  but 
that  it  magnifies  life  to  heroic  and  sometimes 
fantastic  proportions.  This  magnification  by  the 
lens  of  Evergood's  imagination  may  seem  theat- 
rical to  some,  for  it  gives  to  even  little  truths  a 
wild  and  intense  telling.  Others  will  find  it  pro- 
foundly exhilarating.  In  either  case  it  is  not  a 
calculated  process.  It  is  simply  the  way  one 
artist  thinks  and  feels  and  sees — one  artist  who 
has  grown  fewer  protective  callouses  than  most 
of  humanity,  who  still  responds  completely  to 
the  joy  and  to  the  agony  of  living. 

Evergood  was  bom  Philip  Blashki  in  the 
studio  of  his  father,  Meyer  Evergood  Blashki,  at 
118  West  23rd  Street,  in  New  York,  on  October 
26,  1901.  His  grandfather  had  emigrated  from 
Poland  to  England,  then  to  Australia  where  he 
established  a  prosperous  jewelry  business,  mar- 
[11] 


3.  Burial  of  the  Queen  of  Sheba. 

1933.  Oil.  22  x  28.  The  Knoedler  Galleru  s,  \.  u  ),>,k 


4.  Dance  Marathon. 

1934.  Oil.  60  x  40.  Collec 
Hon  of  Terry  Dintenfass. 


ried  and  had  fourteen  children,  of  whom  Meyer 
was  the  last.  (Meyer's  middle  name,  Evergood, 
was  a  literal  translation  of  his  mother's  maiden 
name,  Immergut).  Strikingly  handsome  in  the 
daguerrotypes  of  him  as  a  youth,  Meyer  was, 
from  the  beginning,  restless  and  a  non-conform- 
ist. Early  in  life  he  disengaged  himself  from  his 
orthodox  Jewish  background,  became  a  painter 
against  the  opposition  of  his  father,  and  for  the 
rest  of  his  life  was  a  rolling  stone,  seldom 
settling  anywhere  for  more  than  a  few  years. 
With  a  friend  he  painted  his  way  through  the 
South  Seas,  meeting  Stevenson  on  Samoa,  miss- 
ing Gauguin  in  Tahiti.  For  a  time  he  made  a 
precarious  living  illustrating  newspapers  in  San 
Francisco.  As  a  painter,  he  worked  in  a  style  of 
lyrical  impressionism,  a  little  like  that  of  Henry 
Ward  Ranger  or  Gilford  Beal,  both  of  whom 
became  his  close  friends  in  New  York. 

Evergood's  mother  came  from  a  very  different 
background,  wealthy,  English,  gentile.  The 
Perry  family  traced  its  origins  to  the  time  of  the 
Battle  of  Hastings.  Her  grandfather  was  an  Epis- 
copal minister  in  Falmouth,  her  father  a  wealthy 
business  man  who  took  his  daughter  with  him 
on  his  trips  to  Ceylon,  India,  China,  Japan  and 
Borneo,  buying  tea  and  spices.  He  had  also  in- 
vested heavily  in  Australian  real  estate.  It  was 
on  a  trip  to  Melbourne  in  connection  with  these 
interests  that  Flora  Jane  Perry  first  met  the 
struggling  young  artist  of  Polish  descent. 

"My  mother  had  had  all  the  advantages  of 
travel  and  education.  She  spoke  several  lan- 
guages. She  was  interested  in  music.  A  person 
of  great  intellect  and  moral  principles — a  ter- 
rifically courageous  person.  She  met  this  young 
artist,  Meyer  Blashki,  and  they  fell  in  love  very 


5.  Evening  Reading. 

1934.  Oil.  2.5  x  30.  Collection  of  Joseph  H.  Hirshhc 


6.  Art  on  the  Beach. 

c.  1936.  Oil.  3SH  x  S1H.  National  Gallery  of  Victoria,  Melbourne,  Australia,  reproduced  by  courtesy  of  the  Trustees. 


much.  But  then  he  went  to  San  Francisco  and 
she  had  to  go  back  to  England  where  my  grand- 
father had  a  big  house  with  beautiful  gardens 
and  everything  kept  up  very  beautifully.  Then, 
about  that  time,  the  Boer  War  started  and  my 
father,  who  had  been  an  officer  in  the  Australian 
militia — a  sort  of  Home  Guard  business — felt  it 
his  duty  to  go  to  England  immediately  and  join 
the  forces.  He  was  given  a  horse  and  was  about 
to  go  to  the  war  when  he  looked  my  mother  up, 
and  they  found  they  were  still  in  love.  None  of 
the  Perrys  liked  the  idea  of  her  marrying  a 
young  Australian  Jew  of  Polish  descent  and  a 
wild-eyed  painter  who  would  whisk  her  off  to 
America.  But  my  father  more  or  less  renounced 
his  Jewish  background.  He  was  proud  of  his 
race,  but  he  never  was  interested  in  religion. 
He  wasn't  an  atheist;  he  believed  in  God  but  he 
didn't  believe  in  the  ceremony  of  Orthodox  Juda- 
ism. So  they  were  married  at  St.  Martins-in-the- 
Fields,  which  is  that  big  church  in  Trafalgar 
Square,  in  all  the  stvle  that  my  grandfather  Pern' 
thought  fitted  his  daughter." 

Josiah  Perry  settled  $2,500  a  year  on  Flora, 
and  with  this  modest  but  dependable  income 
behind  them,  Meyer  Blashki  took  his  bride  to 
New  York,  gave  up  his  newspaper  work  and 
devoted  himself  to  roaming  and  painting.  He 
seldom  sold  a  picture  and  made  little  effort  to 
do  so.  Once  he  wrote  his  brother  Aaron,  who 
had  become  a  millionaire  in  the  Australian  cigar 
business,  asking  him  to  buy  a  few  of  his  can- 
vases. The  return  letter,  virtually  reading  him 
out  of  the  family,  made  him  so  angry  that  he 
changed  his  name  to  Miles  Evergood  Blashki 
in  a  further  withdrawal  from  his  background. 
Still,  it  was  possible  to  live  on  $2,500  a  year  in 

[15] 


7.  Treadmill. 

c.  1934.  Oil.  49  x  29.  Collec 
tion  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Herbert  H-  Steinmann. 
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the  New  York  of  1900,  and  even  to  manage  a 
trip  to  Maine  in  the  summer  or  to  rent  a  small 
shack  in  Connecticut.  The  studio  on  23rd  Street 
was  bare  but  comfortable.  Nearby,  on  15th 
Street,  Albert  Ryder  lived  like  a  hermit  but  ad- 
mitted them  sometimes  to  the  impressive  clutter 
43.  Collection  of  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  rf   ^   studk)    Ryde],s   neighbors     Louise    and 

Charles  Fitzpatrick,  who  cared  for  him  in  his 
final  illness,  became  the  Blashkis'  closest  friends; 
Evergood  remembers  Mrs.  Fitzpatrick  with  near 
veneration  as  a  woman  of  great  warmth  and 
spiritual  strength. 

As  a  child  Evergood  showed  precocious  musi- 
cal ability,  which  his  family  encouraged  in  the 
hope  that  he  would  become  a  musician.  Even 
before  he  started  his  formal  education  at  the 
Ethical  Culture  School,  indeed  before  he  was 
four  years  old,  he  began  to  take  piano  lessons 
from  a  remarkable  teacher  named  Mine.  Rabag- 
liatti.  The  recollection  of  that  experience  is  more 
vivid  than  anything  in  his  childhood. 

"She  taught  in  one  of  those  little  studios  in 
the  Lincoln  Arcade,  and  she  was  a  very  domi- 
nant woman.  She  could  bring  things  out  of  chil- 
dren that  no  other  person  could.  I  couldn't  read 
a  note;  she  didn't  believe  in  teaching  you  scales. 
She  was  almost  like  a  Svengali.  She  loved  you  so 
and  had  such  force  of  character  that  I  got  so  I 
could  go  through  a  piece  of  Mendelssohn,  shall 
we  say,  after  two  or  three  times,  with  her  play- 
ing it  and  showing  me  the  right  way  until  I 
could  play  it  too,  without  any  knowledge  of 
music  at  all.  I  played — I  say  it  myself — I  played 
magnificently  at  the  age  of  eight.  By  nine  I 
really  could  sit  down  at  the  piano  and  sound 
like  a  man  playing.  I  liked  it.  I  thrilled  to  it.  I 
loved  to  go  and  learn  a  new  piece  with  Mme. 


9.  Lily  and  the  Sparrows. 

1939.  Oil.  30x24   Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art 


Rabagliatti.  And  then  I  would  come  home  and 
practice  and  cut  loose  and  really  emote  on  that 
piano.  I  was  so  good  that  when  Mine.  Rabagli- 
atti put  on  a  concert  of  her  own  in  one  of  the 
smaller  halls  in  Carnegie  Hall,  I  seconded  her. 
I  played  half  the  concert  and  she  played  half 
the  concert." 

When  he  was  eight  Evergood's  mother  took 
him  to  England  to  be  educated,  a  process  which 
her  family  was  convinced  could  not  be  properly 
achieved  in  America  and  for  which  they  were 
willing  to  take  financial  responsibility.  Leaving 
him  in  a  Sussex  boarding  school,  she  returned  to 
America,  and  for  the  next  few  years  his  vaca- 
tions were  spent  with  his  grandmother,  who 
had  a  pleasant  apartment  in  London,  and  with 
other  members  of  the  family.  A  little  later  his 
parents  both  came  over  and  spent  several  years 
in  a  studio  in  Chelsea. 

It  was  not  a  happy  time  in  Evergood's  life.  He 
ran  away  from  the  first  school  and  endured  a 
wretched  year  in  another  in  Essex.  He  tried  to 
keep  on  with  his  music,  but  gave  up  in  sheer 
boredom  when  he  was  forced  to  start  at  the 
beginning  with  scales  and  reading  exercises. 
The  last  of  his  boarding  schools  was  Stubbing- 
ton  House,  which  specialized  in  preparing  boys 
for  the  Royal  Naval  Training  College  of  Os- 
borne. With  music  abandoned,  his  mother  had 
decided  that  he  should  become  a  naval  officer. 
The  school  was  extremely  strict,  emphasizing 
mathematics,  languages  and  geography.  Under 
the  pressure  of  work  Evergood's  health  began 
to  fail  and  just  before  his  graduation,  at  the  age 


of  thirteen,  he  was  stricken  with  acute  appen- 
dicitis. The  school  matron,  apparently  suspect- 
ing him  of  malingering,  refused  to  call  a  doctor 
and  dosed  him  heavily  with  Gregory  Powder, 
a  violent  cathartic.  He  spent  two  days  of  agony 
in  bed.  Then  the  pain  subsided  and  he  managed 
to  graduate  and  even  to  take  a  brief  trip  with 
his  father  to  Liverpool.  On  his  return  to  the 
Chelsea  studio,  the  pain  began  again,  a  doctor 
was  called  at  three  in  the  morning,  and  he  under- 
went surgery  in  a  hastily  improvised  operating 
room  in  a  nearby  nursing  home.  His  appendix 
had  burst,  peritonitis  had  set  in  and  three  more 
operations  were  required  to  drain  the  poison 
When  he  was  released,  five  months  later,  lie 
weighed  fifty-nine  pounds. 

"By  this  time  I  had  heard  that  I  had  passed 
my  written  examinations  for  Osborne.  But  I  had 
also  been  before  a  Committee  of  Admirals,  as  you 
had  to.  They  sort  of  sneered  a  little  about  my 
name — how  come,  with  the  name  of  Blashki,  I 
wanted  to  join  the  British  Nav) — and  now  the) 
were  holding  my  admission  in  abeyance.  Of 
course  with  me  in  tins  terrible  state,  the  project 
had  to  be  abandoned  anyway,  but  my  father 
wrote  a  letter  to  Winston  Churchill,  who  was 
then  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  and  he  put  the 
proposition  to  him.  He  said,  'Is  it  because  my 
son's  name  is  Blashki  that  this  doubt  takes  place 
in  the  minds  of  the  admirals?'  And  I  recall  that 
my  father  kept  the  personal,  handwritten  letter 
that  Churchill  wrote  him  in  reply,  saying  these 
things  shouldn't  happen,  but  they  do.  Tin'  tact 
that  your  son's  name  is  Philip  Blashki,  not  Philip 
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Evergood,  lias  an  effect  on  us  Anglo-Saxons.  1 
wouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised  if  that  is  the  ease 
here.  I  would  advise  you  as  man  to  man  to 
change  your  name  legally  to  Evergood.  From 
Winston  Churchill.  Not  the  exact  words,  but 
that  was  the  gist  of  it.  And  my  father,  not  be- 
cause of  himself  but  because  he  felt  I  don't  want 
my  son  to  be  brought  up  with  that  to  bear  all  his 
life,  went  to  a  lawyer  and  had  it  legally 
changed." 

From  then  on  they  were  Miles  Evergood  and 
Philip  Evergood. 

Determined  her  son  should  go  to  the  best 
school  in  England,  if  the  British  Navy  would  not 
have  him,  Evergood's  mother  announced  her 
intention  of  entering  him  at  Eton.  Though 
warned  of  the  difficulties  of  admission,  she  ob- 
tained a  personal  interview  with  A.  C.  G.  Hey- 
gate,  master  of  one  of  the  houses.  To  him  she 
told  the  whole  story,  including  the  change  of 
name.  Heygate  was  unexpectedly  sympathetic, 
with  the  result  that  Evergood  spent  the  four 
years  of  the  first  World  War  there.  It  was  a 
rigorous  life,  rising  at  six,  unheated  classrooms 
and  bare  cubicles,  but  he  liked  it.  The  place  had 
an  aura  of  tradition  and  mvstery,  he  got  on  well 
with  the  other  boys,  and  in  Hevgate  he  had  an 
understanding  tutor  with  an  uncommon  venera- 
tion for  the  arts.  Evergood  had  painted  and 
drawn  since  he  was  four,  but  it  was  here  that  he 
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began  to  let  hi:  imagination  take  him  on  pictor- 
ial journeys  through  the  Bible,  the  Roman  con- 
quests and  the  great  episodes  of  history.  Some 
crayon  drawings  of  these  years  still  exist,  vivid 
and  fanciful. 

"The  real  reason  I  am  an  artist  today — I  was 
thinking  about  this  last  night — the  real  reason 
is  that  this  wonderful  man  Heygate  was  a  very, 
very  intelligent  tutor  during  the  ages  when  I 
might  have  given  it  up  entirely;  the  difficult 
age,  from  fourteen  to  eighteen.  You  don't  want 
the  discipline  of  sitting  down  and  learning  how 
to  draw  academically.  You  lose  your  imagination 
unless  you  are  carried  over  that  period  by  some- 
body who  inspires  you.  Heygate  and  his  wife 
always  encouraged  me  to  express  my  thoughts 
in  drawing;  they  both  would  come  to  my  little 
room  at  night  from  time  to  time  and  look  at  the 
work  I'd  been  doing.  They  were  so  keen  on  art 
that  they  even  gave  a  prize,  just  themselves — 
a  finely  bound  book  or  something  to  inspire 
their  boys  to  write  poetry  and  paint.  In  an 
English  school!  Most  of  the  people  there  thought 
it  was  terrible  to  be  an  artist.  Oh,  it's  all  right 
to  be  an  amateur  painter,  my  boy;  that's  fine, 
dabble  in  it,  don't  you  know.  But  not  a  serious 
painter.  That's  not  done." 

During  his  last  year  at  Eton  Evergood  took 
officer  training  for  military  service,  but  the 
armistice  was  signed  two  months  before  he 
concluded  his  course.  Instead,  he  graduated  and 
went  with  a  friend  to  Belgium  to  be  tutored  in 
French,  Latin  and  mathematics  by  a  Catholic- 
priest,  l'Abbe  de  Moore,  a  mountainous  man 
who  had  just  been  decorated  for  his  daring 
espionage  during  the  war.  Evergood  worked 
hard  and  spent  his  spare  time  in  the  museums, 
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13.  American  Tragedy. 
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looking  seriously  at  the  old  masters — an  occupa- 
tion in  which  his  friends  declined  to  join  him. 
Shortly  thereafter  he  took  his  competitive  exam- 
inations for  Cambridge  University  and  was  ad- 
mitted to  Trinity  Hall  College. 

It  soon  became  apparent  that  Cambridge  was 
not  the  place  for  him.  Still  unsure  of  his  future 
career,  he  rashly  tackled  a  Tripos  in  English,  a 
degree  difficult  enough  for  a  scholar  and  one  for 
which  he  had  neither  the  capability  nor  the 
inclination.  He  had  vague  thoughts  at  this  time 
of  taking  up  law  or  perhaps  civil  engineering. 
He  was  strongly  urged  toward  the  latter  course 
by  his  uncle,  George  Stephens  Perry,  who  had 
already  been  honored  by  the  Khedive  of  Egypt 
for  liis  brilliant  work  in  heightening  the  Assuan 
Dam,  then  the  largest  structure  of  its  kind  in 
the  world,  and  who  offered  to  train  him  and 
make  him  his  assistant.  Meanwhile  Evergood 
drifted,  spending  too  little  time  on  his  studies, 
too  much  rowing  on  the  river.  Occasionally  he 
would  wander  into  the  Fitzwilliam  Museum  to 
look  at  paintings,  and  these  were  the  best  mo- 
ments. In  the  fall  of  1921.  soon  after  lie  had 
started  his  second  year  at  Cambridge,  the  real- 
ization swept  over  him  that  he  did  not  want  to 
be  a  lawyer,  a  scholar  or  an  engineer,  that  the 
one  thing  he  felt  in  his  bones  he  could  do  was  to 
be  an  artist.  There  remained  the  problem   of 
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persuading  his  family,  though  in  this  he  had  the 
unexpected  support  of  Henry  Bond,  Trinity 
Hall's  head.  Even  so,  it  was  not  easy. 

"It  was  hard,  terribly  hard.  My  uncle,  George 
Perry,  had  just  at  that  time  married  a  French 
countess.  Countess  Celine  de  Brie.  I  think  she 
came  from  the  part  of  France  where  they  make 
the  cheeses.  In  any  case  she,  George  and  I  had 
a  big  conference  when  I  told  them  that  I  felt 
I  ought  to  leave  Cambridge  and  go  in  for  art, 
that  art  was  the  only  thing  I  had  in  my  veins, 
inherited  from  mv  father,  and  that  I  might  make 
a  go  of  it.  Celine,  being  a  Frenchwoman,  felt 
that  she  had  all  the  tradition  and  background. 
She  knew  the  work  of  Cezanne,  Gauguin  and 
Corot.  She  felt  that  the  great  culture  in  painting 
was  France,  only  France.  She  said,  'Frankly,  my 
dear  boy,  you  haven't  got  any  talent  for  paint- 
ing at  all.'  George  and  she  became  so  upset  by 
the  whole  argument  that  they  finally  sort  of  took 
their  support  away  from  me  and  practically 
said  if  you  want  to  leave  Cambridge  it's  your 
own  headache;  you'll  have  to  make  out  the  best 
way  you  can. 

"So  I  went  to  Bond,  a  beautiful  old  man  of 
eighty  at  the  tinu  dtting  at  hi:  desk  in  the 
wonderful,  monastic  atmosphere  of  his  quarters. 
He  opened  the  door  as  though  he  was  ushering 
in  a  dear  friend.  He  said,  'Sit  down,  my  dear 
boy,  and  we'll  talk  this  thing  out.  I  have  looked 
over  your  reports  and  even  studied  some  of 
your  papers.  I  don't  think  you  have  really  got  a 
grasp  of  your  subject  to  the  extent  that  we  are 
demanding  it  of  you.  You  are  more  in  the  crea- 
tive field,  I  suspect.  If  you  have  this  impulse 
and  desire  to  go  in  for  art,  by  jove,  why  don't 
you?  I'll  back  you  up.  Henry  Tonks,  the  head 
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of  the  Slade  School,  is  a  dear  friend  of  mine.  I 
will  write  him  a  letter.  Take  your  work  to  him. 
Don't  be  afraid.  Go,  and  I'll  make  it  right  witli 
your  parents  and  your  relatives/ 

"So  I  got  on  a  train,  went  to  London,  and  my 
father  put  in  his  two-cents-worth.  He  said,  'You 
know,  my  son,  I've  been  through  the  agonies  of 
the  damned  as  a  painter  and  never  had  any 
recognition.  I've  never  sold  my  work.  You're 
going  to  have  a  terrible  struggle.  I  don't  feel  you 
should  do  it,  but  I'll  help  all  I  can.'  " 

Tonks  had  a  reputation  for  ferocity  and  in- 
accessibility. On  his  father's  recommendation, 
Evergood  went  first  to  Havard  Thomas,  a  stout 
and  genial  sculptor  who  had  excavated  at  Pom- 
peii and  was  a  distinguished  expert  on  ancient 
methods  of  casting.  He  was  then  head  of  the 
sculpture  department  at  the  Slade,  while  Tonks 
directed  the  department  of  painting  and  draw- 
ing. Thomas  looked  at  the  nervous  young  artist's 
drawings,  reassured  him  warmly  and  suggested 
they  go  to  Tonks  at  once. 

"So  he  took  me  up  on  the  top  of  a  bus.  I'll 
never  forget  that  ride  with  that  wonderful  old 
man.  He  looked  something  like  Balzac,  little 
moustache  and  a  round  pink-and-white  face.  He 
took  me  to  Tonks,  went  in  to  talk  to  Tonks,  came 
out,  and  I  was  waiting  outside,  and  he  said,  'Go 
in,  to  the  great  man,'  and  I  went  in.  I  was 
trembling  all  over,  and  I  opened  my  portfolio 
and  showed  the  drawings  to  Tonks.  I'd  been  told 
that  you  had  to  have  a  few  things  from  life  so 
I  had  drawn  a  picture  of  my  own  hands  and 
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brought  a  few  drawings  I  had  made  of  mv 
mother,  as  careful  as  I  could,  in  addition  to  some 
of  my  biblical  things.  Tonks  looked  at  them  all. 
He  said,  'My  boy,  you  can't  draw.  You  cannot 
draw;  get  that  into  your  head.'  He  was  a  tall, 
thin  man,  about  six-foot-three,  I  would  say,  with 
an  acid  wit.  He  never  cracked  a  smile,  but  you 
always  felt  he  was  smiling  behind  those  eyes. 

"He  said,  'Look,  if  you  want  to  go  in  for  art, 
don't  feel  you're  going  to  make  money  at  it.  If 
you  want  to  make  money,  go  into  something 
else — not  art.  You're  going  into  a  religion.  You're 
going  to  be  a  priest  in  a  religion.  You're 
going  to  starve,  you're  going  to  be  battered 
around,  you're  going  to  be  disliked — because 
you're  an  artist.  You  are  not  going  to  get  recog- 
nition. You're  going  to  be  struggling  in  a  little 
room  for  bread  most  of  your  life,  and  if  you  are 
lucky  you  may  make  a  few  pennies  out  of  your 
art  at  the  end  of  your  life.  Remember  that. 
Otherwise  I  don't  want  you  here.' 

"I  was  so  relieved  that  I  was  overwhelmed 
with  happiness.  'I  absolutely  feel  the  same  way,' 
I  told  him.  'My  father  is  a  painter.  We've  strug- 
gled. It  seems  to  me  it  is  the  only  thing  I'm  cut 
out  for.' 

"He  said,  'You  cannot  draw,  but  your  draw- 
ings did  something  to  me  that  few  do,  which  is 
a  good  thing.  Thev  made  me  laugh.  I  will  take 
you  at  the  Slade.' " 

Evergood  began  his  studies  the  same  day,  and 
for  two  years  he  went  through  the  rigorous 
academic  training  that  Tonks  imposed,  draw- 
ing, always  drawing.  The  pencil  had  to  be 
sharpened  to  a  pinpoint,  the  lead  extending  a 
full  half-inch.  The  point  was  used  for  contours 
and  details,  the  side  of  the  lead  for  shading. 
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which  must  be  laid  on  in  a  systematic  diagonal, 
from  fight  to  left.  The  shading  also  served  to 
renew  the  sharpness  of  the  point.  Alternatel) 
drawing  and  shading,  a  skillful  draughtsman 
could  often  complete  a  drawing  without  re- 
sharpening  liis  pencil.  Evergood  did  no  painting 
at  the  Slade,  but  he  studied  sculpture  with  Ha- 
vard  Thomas,  and  in  his  spare  time  he  made  a 
little  money  assisting  the  latter  in  his  studio. 
With  a  small  monthly  allowance  from  his 
mother,  he  got  by.  At  the  end  of  two  years  he 
had  won  his  certificate  in  drawing. 

In  the  summer  of  1922,  before  he  left  the 
Slade,  Evergood  made  a  brief  trip  to  America 
to  help  settle  his  parents,  who  had  decided  to 
return  permanently.  On  his  graduation  in  1923, 
Ire  felt  a  sudden  conviction  that  despite  his  long 
years  in  England,  America  was  his  native  coun- 
try. He  had  been  traveling  on  a  British  pass- 
port, but  he  now  wrote  to  tire  State  Department 
in  Washington,  which  confirmed  his  American 
citizenship  and  issued  him  an  American  pass- 
port. He  then  rejoined  his  family  in  New  York 
and  continued  his  studies  for  a  year  at  the  Art 
Students  League,  where  he  worked  with 
William  von  Schlegell  and  George  Luks.  The 
latter  tried  to  persuade  him  to  paint,  but  Ever- 
good  felt  he  needed  a  still  firmer  foundation 
in  drawing  and  resisted  the  temptation.  Often 
lie  sketched  at  night  at  the  Educational  Alliance 
school  and  did  a  little  painting  on  his  own.  Two 
friends,  Philip  Reisman  and  Harry  Sternberg, 
taught  him  to  etch  and  let  him  use  their  press. 

Unfortunately  friction  developed  at  home. 
E\  ergood,  now  twenty-two,  had  lived  little  with 
his  family  since  the  age  of  eight.  His  mother 
was  not  well;  the  cancer  which  would  kill  her 


in  three  years  was  beginning  its  wasting  inroads 
on  her  health.  Both  he  and  his  father  had  strong 
temperaments. 

"I  was  a  man  by  then  and  it  was  hard  to  live 
with  the  very  strong  and  fiery  disposition  of  my 
father,  who  was  constantly  sneering  at  me  and 
swearing  at  me  because  he  wasn't  sure  that  I 
was  doing  as  good  work  as  I  should  and  because 
he  was  a  different  age  and  didn't  understand 
some  of  my  experiments.  He  felt  I  was  becoming 
a  waster  and  a  playboy  instead  of  disciplining 
myself,  and  we  had  terrible  fights.  I  can  re- 
member him  criticizing  an  etching  plate  I  was 
working  on  and  I  hurled  it  across  the  room  and 
it  stuck  in  the  wall.  Then  I  rushed  out  of  the 
house,  just  in  my  undershirt  and  pants,  and 
roamed  through  New  York  all  night. 

"My  mother  sensed  that  we  needed  a  change, 
so  she  called  up  Melville  Chatcr,  a  writer  friend 
who  was  about  to  go  on  another  of  his  canoe 
trips  through  Europe  for  the  National  Geo- 
graphic  Magazine.  She  said,  'We  are  having  a 
terrible  time  here  in  the  home.  Phil  is  not  able 
to  work,  he  is  coming  into  conflict  all  the  time 
with  his  father.  Could  he  be  of  any  use  helping 
you  over  to  Europe  with  the  canoe?  I  will  give 
him  $50  or  $60  a  month  and  any  money  that  you 
can  give  to  help  along  will  be  fine.'  So  he  said, 
'Good.  I'll  pay  his  expenses  over,  to  help  me 
paddle  the  canoe  through  Europe.'  So  I  accom- 
panied him. 

"Before  the  end  of  that  trip  he  and  I  were 
at  each  other's  throats  like  cat  and  dog.  He  felt 
I  hadn't  done  enough  work  on  the  trip,  that  I 
had  been  lazy,  and  I  had,  too.  There  were  too 
many  distractions  for  me  to  sit  down  at  every 
little  stop  and  sketch.  In  the  evenings  he  ex- 
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pected  me  to  take  my  painting  materials  and  go 
out  and  paint  three  or  four  paintings.  We  had 
a  big  showdown  fight  in  Ostend.  He  took  his 
canoe  and  said,  'To  hell  with  you.  Go  to  Paris 
and  do  what  you  want  to.'  So  we  separated.  I 
went  off  to  Paris  and  he  went  up  the  Rhine 
with  his  canoe.  That's  how  I  got  to  Paris,  began 
to  make  my  own  way,  learned  a  little  colloquial 
French,  enough  to  get  around  the  studios,  and 
started  to  paint  seriously." 

Like  so  many  young  Americans,  Evergood 
enrolled  in  the  Academie  Julian,  but  when  he 
discovered  that  the  criticism  by  Laurens  con- 
sisted of  a  weekly  walk  around  the  studio,  a  few 
casual  remarks  and  a  polite  departure,  he  left. 
For  a  brief  time  he  worked  with  Andre  Lhote, 
lint  did  not  take  to  the  rigid  rules  of  composition 
which  the  latter  imposed  on  his  class.  For  the 
most  part  he  worked  independently  in  the  big 
pleasant  room  overlooking  a  courtyard,  which 
he  had  found  in  the  rue  du  Cherche-Midi.  His 
self-training  as  a  painter  really  began  here,  with 
a  series  of  still  lifes  meticulously  studied  and 
brushed.  Occasionally  he  would  hire  a  model 
with  friends  and  work  from  the  figure. 

Soon  he  began  to  meet  other  artists  and 
waiters :  Utrillo,  Pascin,  Signac,  Bourdelle  and 
Foujita,  Man  Ray  and  Eugene  O'Neill.  Two  of 
his  closest  friends  were  a  painter  named  Hid- 
dingh  and  a  young  architect,  McNeil  Siple. 
Their  passionate  discussions  of  art,  from  El  Greco 
to  van  Gogh,  did  much  to  fill  in  his  background 
in  the  history  of  art.  He  was  also  deeply  inter- 
ested in  the  work  of  the  cubists  and  the  surreal- 
ists, although  not,  himself,  much  drawn  in  either 
of  those  directions. 
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"But  I  always  have  taken  my  hat  off  to  what 
they  have  done  hecause  you've  got  to  be  sensi- 
tive to  whatever  brains  in  your  own  age  are 
thinking  about.  You've  got  to  give  them  credit 
for  having  brains." 

Through  Hiddingh  he  met  his  future  wife, 
Julia  Cross,  who  had  worked  for  five  years  in  a 
Wall  Street  office  to  save  enough  money  to  study 
ballet  in  Paris  and  who  was  later  to  become  a 
fine  dancer,  appearing  with  Mordkin  and  Volo- 
nine,  with  the  Monte  Carlo  Ballet  Russe,  and  in 
recitals  of  her  own.  It  was  not  until  later  that 
he  saw  much  of  her,  however.  Now,  after  a  year 
of  Paris,  he  began  to  travel,  going  first  to  Italy 
where  he  visited  Milan  and  Venice,  spent  several 
months  in  Florence,  and  eventually  worked  his 
way  down  to  Naples.  On  the  way  back  he 
stopped  at  Rome  and  studied  for  about  six  weeks 
at  the  British  Academy.  But  Rome,  he  felt,  was 
a  city  for  sculptors;  he  could  see  the  ghosts  of 
the  great  ones  walking  its  streets,  while  the 
ghosts  of  the  painters  stayed  in  Florence.  From 
Italy  he  went  to  the  tiny  village  of  Cagnes  in 
the  south  of  France  for  several  months,  renting 
a  studio  from  a  certain  Mme.  Rosalie. 

"She  was  a  wonderful  woman,  a  great  friend 
of  Suzanne  Valadon,  Utrillo's  mother,  and  her 
own  son  was  supposed  to  be  the  illegitimate 
child  of  Whistler.  I  had  been  to  her  restaurant 
in  Paris  and  got  to  know  her.  She  was  awfully 
nice  to  me.  She  and  her  son  lived  underneath 
the  little  studio  room  she  rented  to  me.  Utrillo 
would  visit  them  and  sleep  downstairs  in  the 
kitchen.  Thev  had  great  crocks  of  wine  and  we 
would  all  sit  around  the  fire  drinking  wine,  with 
the  son  playing  his  guitar.  I  painted  the  son.  It 
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was  quite  a  good  picture,  but  I  got  mad  with  it 
years  later  and  destroyed  it." 

In  1926  Evergood  returned  to  America  to  be 
near  his  mothsr  who  was  failing  badly  A  family 
friend,  the  author  Harvey  O'Higgins,  lent  him  a 
studio  in  Martinsville,  New  Jersey,  and  there  he 
continued  to  paint,  working  especially  on  a  series 
of  imaginative  biblical  scenes.  Early  in  1927  he 
took  a  group  of  these  and  other  pictures  to  the 
Dudensing  Gallery  in  New  York,  which  was 
planning  to  feature  young  American  artists.  To 
Iris  delight  he  was  accepted  and  promised  a 
show,  his  first  one-man  exhibition,  in  the  fall. 
Even  before  it  opened  Murdock  Pemberton,  art 
critic  of  The  New  Yorker,  saw  several  of  his 
things  and  wrote,  "He  is  immensely  facile.  He 
can  paint  like  every  good  painter  you  have  come 
across.  .  .  .  Eventually  he  will  be  full  of  guts 
and,  we  hope,  of  Evergood." 

When  the  exhibition  opened  in  November, 
the  newspaper  reviews  were  generally  favorable, 
though  nearly  every  critic  noted  the  strong  in- 
fluence of  El  Greco  and  Cezanne.  Judging  by 
the  few  surviving  canvases  of  this  period,  it  is 
true  that  little  of  the  artist's  personal  note  had 
emerged.  Yet  it  was  about  to.  The  following 
summer,  on  a  visit  to  Woodstock,  Evergood 
painted  the  fanciful  double  portrait,  M.  T. 
Florinsky,  D.  S.  Mirsky  and  the  Pidget  (fig.  1). 
The  two  Russian  emigres,  so  different  in  appear- 
ance and  ( according  to  the  artist )  in  their  views, 
sit  on  a  magic  carpet,  while  behind  them  are 
spread  the  symbols  of  their  past  in   imperial 
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Russia.  Among  other  things,  they  are  discussing 
a  dream  of  Florinsky's  in  which  he  encountered 
a  strange  animal,  half  pigeon,  half  rabbit.  While 
they  are  talking  the  Pidget  himself  materializes 
and  joins  the  conversation.  Although  the  picture 
was  enlarged  at  a  much  later  date,  and  the  feet 
added  then,  the  central  portion  remains  virtually 
unchanged  and  shows  that  naive  directness  of 
drawing  and  characterization  which  was  to  be- 
come a  hallmark  of  Evergood's  mature  work. 
The  fantasy  of  the  whole  concept  also  forecasts 
another  element  in  his  art  which  was  not  to 
develop  fully  for  several  years,  although  there 
are  traces  of  it  in  Solomon  at  the  Court  of 
Sheba  (fig.  2),  which  he  painted  a  little  later. 

After  another  one-man  exhibition  (at  the 
Montross  Gallery  in  1929),  Evergood  returned 
to  France.  His  mother  had  died  two  years 
earlier,  dissolving  the  bond  that  tied  him  most 
strongly  to  America.  He  had  sold  a  few  pictures, 
saved  a  little  money  and  was  further  impelled 
to  leave  New  York  by  an  unhappy  love  affair 
which  was  destroying  his  peace  of  mind  and 
making  it  impossible  for  him  to  paint.  In  Paris 
he  found  a  studio  in  the  rue  Delambre  and 
gradually  regained  his  equilibrium.  To  support 
himself  he  built  stage  scenery  for  a  theatre, 
worked  as  a  carpenter  on  some  exposition  build- 
ings and  as  a  sparring  partner  for  professional 
boxers.  He  studied  briefly  with  Willam  Hayter 
at  Atelier  17  to  learn  something  of  engraving, 
but  for  the  most  part  he  painted  independently. 
He  also  fell  in  love  with  Julia  Cross,  who  was 
now  dancing  for  Volonine  and  working  part 
time  for  Caresse  Crosby's  Black  Sun  Press. 

"I  was  very  much  in  love  with  her.  I  intended 
to  marry  her  but  I  didn't  want  to  take  her  away 
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from  her  dancing.  She  had  this  terrific  ambition 
to  become  a  great  dancer.  She  was  one  of  the 
best  in  Volonine's  ballet  group,  working  day  and 
night  with  him.  And  I  persuaded  her  to  run 
away  to  Spain  with  me.  We  got  in  a  third-class 
carriage.  We  had  no  money.  We  went  down  to 
Spain  just  as  King  Alfonso  was  coming  out;  the 
country  was  in  turmoil;  foreigners  were  endan- 
gering their  lives  by  going  there  at  that  time. 
People  were  killed  on  the  streets,  guns  were 
going  off  all  the  time,  and  we — two  little  artists 
— we  got  down  to  Toledo  through  Madrid  with 
all  the  excitement,  reached  Toledo  and  ended 
up  just  by  accident  in  a  little  apartment  over- 
looking El  Greco's  garden. 

"I  think  EI  Greco  impressed  me,  when  I  saw 
him  in  Spain,  more  than  anything  has  ever  im- 
pressed me.  The  terrific  fluidity  of  his  painting. 
It  looks  as  if  the  paint  had  been  blown  on,  as 
if  it  had  just  flown  on  the  canvas  by  itself.  This 
is  what  hit  me  and  made  me  realize  that  paint- 
ing was  not  what  Michelangelo  did  in  the  Sistine 
Chapel — that's  just  drawing  filled  in  with  color 
— but  that  painting  was  plastic,  the  liquid  color 
put  on  the  surface  in  a  way  that  gives  depth, 
movement  and  spiritual  values  and  expression 
to  a  face.  What  wonderful  expressions  of  faces 
in  all  this  swiftly  flowing  handling  of  the  paint! 

"I've  always  felt  that  if  a  man  could  draw 
like  Diner  or  Cranach  or  some  of  those  wire- 
lined,  precise  draughtsmen  and  then  loosen  up, 
he  would  be  going  in  the  direction  of  Greco  and 
the  great  painters.  You  can't  be  a  virtuoso  of 
paint  when  you're  young.  If  you  do  it  all  goes 
into  mush,  like  Sorolla.  In  Greco  the  discipline 
is  always  there  under  the  surface.  But  the  hand- 
ling is  like  the  fluttering  of  angels'  wings.  I  think 
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others  have  come  near  to  it.  Some  of  Pasein's 
little  feathery  pencil  lines  filled  in  with  a  divine 
pink  and  delicate  pale  white  for  the  skin  come 
mighty  near  it  sometimes — but  you  can't  com- 
pare the  two.  One  is  a  monument  of  a  man  and 
the  other  is  a  sensitive  man." 

Soon  Julia  Cross  returned  to  America,  Ever- 
good  to  Paris.  But  much  of  the  magic  and  excite- 
ment seemed  to  have  gone  out  of  the  French 
capital.  He  did  not  wish  to  be  an  expatriate 
painter.  And  while  he  had  not  yet  formed  any 
program  of  painting  the  American  scene,  a  con- 
viction grew  that  he  wanted  to  develop,  as  an 
artist,  in  the  atmosphere  of  his  own  country.  On 
the  spur  of  the  moment,  he  one  day  rolled  up 
his  canvases,  bought  a  boat  ticket  and  came 
back  to  New  York.  He  has  not  been  abroad 
since. 

He  was  hardly  off  the  boat  when  he  and  Julia 
Cross  were  married.  The  year  was  1931,  the 
economic  depression  was  deepening,  and  they 
had  almost  no  money.  None  of  the  government 
art  projects  had  yet  been  started,  and  painters 
— even  those  with  established  reputations — were 
among  the  first  to  suffer.  For  a  young  artist,  just 
embarking  on  his  career,  the  situation  was  close 
to  desperate,  but  Mrs.  Cross,  Julia's  mother, 
came  to  the  rescue.  She  was  working  then  for 
Miss  Amelia  White  in  a  ,;dkrv  of  American 
Indian  art  on  Madison  Avenue,  and  she  hired 
her  daughter  as  a  bookkeeper,  Evergood  as  a 
part-time  handyman  to  build  shelves  and  mount 
displays.  Their  respective  salaries  were  $25  a 
week  and  $20  a  week,  but  it  kept  them  going 
and  gave  Evergood  some  time  to  paint.  The 
Montross  Gallery  again  took  him  on,  giving 
him  one-man  shows  in   1933  and   1935,  from 
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which  a  few  canvases  were  sold.  In  the  latter 
year  he  won  the  Kohnstamm  Prize  at  the  Art 
Institute  of  Chicago  with  Evening  Reading  and 
accepted  an  invitation  to  join  the  Midtown 
Gallery  group.  In  1937  he  made  his  final  switch 
of  dealers  when  he  went  to  the  A.C.A.  Gallerv, 
which  was  then  over  the  Village  Bam  on  8th 
Street.  In  its  director,  Herman  Baron,  he  found 
a  deeply  sympathetic  supporter  whose  under- 
standing and  devotion  to  his  work  has  played  a 
major  role  in  accomplishing  his  recognition  as 
an  artist.  He  has  been  there  ever  since. 

These  were  the  truly  formative  years  in  the 
development  of  Evergood's  mature  style.  He 
began  to  lose  interest  in  purely  imaginative  sub- 
jects, such  as  his  biblical  scenes,  and  in  studio 
paintings  of  still  lifes  and  nudes.  Instead,  he 
began  to  draw  more  directly  on  his  own  life  and 
experiences.  If  he  now  hired  a  model,  as  he  did 
for  Nude  by  the  El  (fig.  8),  she  became  only 
one  element  in  a  modern  conversation  piece 
which  embraced  his  family  and  friends,  his  Mil- 
ligan  Place  apartment  and  a  little  drama  of 
workmen  peering  through  the  window.  Several 
canvases  are  frankly  storytelling  ones.  Burial  of 
the  Queen  of  Sheba  (fig.  3)  recounts  the  pathe- 
tic (and  illegal)  internment  of  their  cat  in  a 
neighboring  backyard,  which  he  and  his  wife 
reached  by  scaling  a  wall  at  night.  Evening 
Reading  (fig.  5)  is  the  record  of  a  visit  to  his 
studio  by  two  friends,  Charles  Edward  Smith, 
poet  and  an  expert  on  the  history  of  jazz,  and 
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his  wife  Louise,  daughter  of  the  painter  Kenneth 
Hayes  Miller;  so  strong  is  its  sense  of  intimacy 
that  it  scandalized  several  conservative  viewers 
in  Chicago.  While  both  these  paintings  might 
be  called  autobiographical,  the  range  of  Ever- 
good's sympathies  soon  expanded  to  embrace 
humanity  on  a  wider  stage. 

"I  think  one  of  the  things  I  saw  that  probably 
drove  me  faster  into  this  way  of  thinking  was 
on  a  cold  winter  night  when  I  went  out  for  a 
walk  dow7i  Christopher  Street  towards  the  North 
River.  It  was  about  ten  o'clock.  I  passed  the  post 
office  and  government  building  at  the  end  of  the 
street  and  came  to  a  big  empty  lot  with  about 
fifty  little  shacks  on  it,  all  made  out  of  old  tin 
cans,  crates,  orange  boxes,  mattresses  for  roofs. 
Most  of  them  were  not  even  as  tall  as  a  man; 
you  would  have  to  crawl  in  on  hands  and  knees. 
Snow  was  on  the  ground,  a  fire  was  lit,  and  a 
group  of  Negroes  and  white  men  were  huddled 
around  the  fire.  These  were  the  outcasts  of  New 
York,  the  outcasts  of  civilization.  The  only  food 
they  had  was  from  garbage  cans,  the  only  fire 
they  had  was  from  sticks  they  picked  up  around 
the  wharves. 

"I  went  over  to  the  fire  and  talked  to  them. 
They  didn't  seem  to  resent  me,  and  I  felt  that 
they  were  all  very  cold  so  I  went  through  my 
pockets  and  brought  out  two  or  three  dollars 
and  told  them  to  go  and  get  some  gin.  They 
bought  a  big  bottle  and  all  had  a  drink  and 
warmed  themselves  up.  We  sat  around  the  fire 
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and  talked.  They  couldn't  call  themselves  by 
ordinary  names — Old  Foot  was  one,  Terrapin 
another.  They  were  interesting  people,  but  their 
tragedy  hit  me  between  the  eyes  because  I  had 
never  been  as  close  to  anything  like  that  before. 

"Then  I  got  a  brain  wave.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  I  should  be  involved  in  my  work  with  this 
kind  of  thing.  So  I  walked  to  49  Seventh  Avenue, 
where  we  lived  then,  and  got  some  drawing 
materials  and  came  back  and  sat  with  them 
and  drew  them  all  night  until  dawn.  I  used 
some  of  those  drawings  later  for  paintings  I  did 
on  the  WPA." 

Evergood's  rising  awareness  of  human  drama 
as  material  for  his  art  also  sprang,  to  some  ex- 
tent, from  his  admiration  of  John  Sloan's  work 
and  from  his  close  personal  friendship  with  that 
pioneer  of  urban  realism.  Sloan,  with  character- 
istic generosity,  was  enthusiastic  about  the 
young  man's  work,  seeing  in  him  the  inheritor 
of  his  own  warm  and  humorous  appreciation 
of  the  city's  teeming  life.  Several  of  Evergood's 
earlv  pictures  were  in  a  similar  vein,  though 
not  much  related  to  Sloan's  work  stylistically. 
Dance  Marathon  (fig.  4)  captured  the  tawdry 
glitter  of  its  subject.  Treadmill  (fig.  7)  com- 
mented on  the  frank  exposure  of  physical  charms 
by  the  maidens  of  14th  Street,  exaggerated  by 
rendering  their  dresses  transparent  (a  device, 
incidentally,  which  George  Grosz  had  used  in 
his  Berlin  drawings,  though  Evergood  was  not 
aware  of  it  at  the  time).  The  Siding  (fig.  10) 
recorded  an  actual  scene  which  had  caught 
Evergood's  eye  as  he  was  driving  on  Cape  Cod 
one  day;  even  the  fanciful  handcar  existed  in 
fact,  although  the  fantasy  is  surely  heightened 
in  the  painting.  Art  on  the  Beach  (fig.  6)  and 
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Street  Corner  (fig.  11)  were  crowded  pano- 
ramas of  life  in  Provincetown  and  New  York 
respectively,  overflowing  with  comic  incidents 
and  minor  dramas,  very  much  in  the  spirit  of 
Breughel. 

In  all  of  these  works — both  the  autobiogra- 
phical canvases  and  those  of  the  larger  scene — 
Evergood's  distinctive  style  may  be  seen  evolv- 
ing. He  had  looked  long,  as  he  has  often  ac- 
knowledged, at  the  paintings  of  Griinewald, 
Breughel,  Bosch  and  El  Greco,  the  graphic  work 
of  Goya,  Daumier  and  Toulouse-Lautrec,  at  cave 
painting,  at  child  art  and  the  movies  of  Charlie 
Chaplin.  All  of  these  influences,  and  others  less 
obvious,  entered  into  the  formation  of  his  own 
art.  Perhaps  its  most  striking  characteristic  at 
this  time  was  the  deliberate  awkwardness  of  the 
drawing,  sometimes  veering  toward  satire,  but 
more  often  suggesting  the  spontaneous  expres- 
siveness of  primitive  painting — a  line  that  probes 
for  the  bold,  essential  contour,  the  telling  ges- 
ture, and  surrounds  these  triumphantly,  without 
any  stylish  flourishes  or  sinuosities  of  its  own. 
The  gaiety  of  the  little  boats  in  Art  on  the  Beach 
and  the  pathos  of  the  grotesque  cat  in  Burial  of 
the  Queen  of  Sheba  (fig.  3)  indicate  something 
of  the  emotional  range  which  this  calculated 
naivete  of  handling  could  produce,  particularly 
in  contrast  to  the  sophisticated  designs  and  the 
skillful  organization  of  the  many  figures. 

Other  emergent  elements,  which  were  to  be- 
come important  in  his  later  work,  were  his  uses 
of  symbolism,  space  and  color.  The  first  needs 
hardly  be  dwelt  on,  for  it  is  never  abstruse  or 
mystical.  When  it  occurs  its  meaning  is  clear 
enough,  like  the  cobweb-patterned  floor  in 
Dance  Marathon  (fig.  4),  which  seems  to  trap 


■34.  A  Cup  of  Ten. 

1946.  Oil  33  x  2.5.  Collection  of  Lily  llanno 


■35.  Portrait  of  My  Mother. 

1927/46.  Oil.  36  x  23.  Collection  of  Marvin  Small. 


the  weary  dancers  in  its  meshes.  Evergood's 
spatial  sense  is  more  complicated.  From  the 
beginning  he  shunned  any  illusion  of  great 
depth,  and  he  has  always  preferred  to  organize 
his  forms  on  a  shallow  stage  rigorously  tied  to 
the  plane  of  the  canvas.  This  is  obvious  in 
Treadmill  ( fig.  7 ) ,  which  is  virtually  a  frieze,  but 
it  is  also  apparent  in  pictures  of  superficially 
deeper  perspective.  Nude  by  the  El  (fig.  8) 
seems  almost  cubist-inspired  in  the  way  floor 
and  couch  are  tipped  toward  the  spectator, 
while  the  far  view  is  effectively  blocked  off  by 
the  insistent  treatment  of  the  window  mullions. 
In  more  elaborate  compositions,  such  as  Art  on 
the  Beach  (fig.  6)  and  Street  Corner  (fig.  11), 
the  artist's  insistence  on  this  shallow  space  re- 
sults in  a  violent  compression  of  the  many 
figures,  somewhat  akin  to  that  of  Tintoretto, 
El  Greco  and  Mannerist  art.  This  compression 
has  its  emotional  as  well  as  its  purely  esthetic 
uses;  it  lends  itself  to  a  kind  of  concentrated 
violence  of  both  feeling  and  design. 

Some  of  the  same  violence  is  apparent  in 
Evergood's  early  color,  which  often  clashes 
in  raucous  disharmonies  of  reds  and  oranges  and 
pulsating  electric  blues — the  dominant  scheme 
in  several  canvases  of  the  'thirties.  Later  he  was 
to  become  both  more  subtle  and  more  varied, 
with  an  instinctive  feeling  for  unusual  color 
combinations  which  would  be  expressive  of  each 
picture's  mood.  He  has  never  resorted  to  con- 
ventional harmonies,  with  the  result  that  his 
color  is,  to  many  spectators,  an  acquired  taste 
like  olives  or  the  twelve-tone  scale  in  music.  It 
is  also  among  the  most  personal  elements  in  his 
art,  and  one  which  had  its  birth  during  these 
early  years. 
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"I  have  an  idea  that  my  beginnings  of  finding 
myself  in  color  came  at  about  the  time  I  painted 
Nude  by  the  El.  I  was  really  pleased  with  the 
nasty  red  in  relation  to  other  colors  in  the  paint- 
ing. It  could  only  be  nasty — any  color  can  only 
be  nasty  or  nice — in  relation  to  something  else, 
right?  I  felt  really  thrilled  and  pleased  with  the 
violent  reds  of  the  velvet  couch  the  model  is 
lying  on  in  relation  to  the  paleness  of  her  skin 
and  the  rather  crude  house-paint  green  on  the 
elevated  structure  outside  and  the  pinks  on  the 
wall  and  the  yellows  in  the  mirror.  It  seemed  to 
me  that  I  had  struck  a  note  that  I  liked  very 
much,  one  that  got  away  from  an  everything-is- 
beautiful-'beautiful  harmony.  It  gave  me  a  little 
shot  in  the  arm  to  have  painted  that  way  once, 
and  I  found  it  going  into  other  canvases  where 
it  seemed  to  develop  as  a  kind  of  curious  taste 
which  very  few  people  liked,  and  like,  but  it 
pleases  me  for  some  reason." 

When  Mrs.  Cross  died,  the  Indian  gallery, 
which  had  supported  Evergood  and  his  wife 
since  their  marriage,  was  discontiuned.  Fortu- 
nately the  Public  Works  of  Art  Project  had  been 
founded  in  1933,  and  early  in  the  following  year 
it  took  Evergood  on  its  rolls.  He  worked  for  this 
and  for  its  successor,  the  Federal  Art  Project  of 
the  WPA  until  about  1937.  These  were  the  years 
of  his  most  militant  social  propaganda  in  paint- 
ing and  of  his  deepest  personal  involvement  in 
a  variety  of  liberal  and  even  radical  causes, 
which  his  idealism  impelled  him  to  support.  He 
was  an  earlv  member  of  the  Artists  Committee 

86.  Renunciation. 

1946.  Oil.  SO  x  36.  Collection  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sol  Brodij 
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of  Action  and  a  president  of  the  Artists  Union, 
into  which  it  grew.  He  signed  the  call  for  the 
American  Artists  Congress  and  was  active  in  its 
affairs.  He  took  part  in  movements  in  behalf 
of  Negro  rights,  the  Spanish  Loyalist  cause  and 
Russian  War  relief.  As  Managing  Supervisor  of 
the  Federal  Art  Project's  Easel  Division,  he 
fought  aggressively  to  keep  good  artists  on  its 
rolls  at  a  time  when  it  was  their  only  possible 
means  of  support.  He  was  arrested  in  Hoboken 
for  sketching  the  slums.  He  was  arrested  in  New 
York  for  taking  part  in  the  "219  Strike,"  when 
219  artists  invaded  the  WPA  offices  to  protest 
layoffs  from  the  Project.  Behind  all  these  activ- 
ities lay  a  deep  devotion  to  democratic  and 
egalitarian  ideals,  not  always  wisely  acted  on, 
but  acted  on  with  courage  and  the  conviction 
that  the  artist  could  not  stand  aloof  from  the 
suffering  and  struggles  of  his  times. 

"When  I  thought  of  my  background  in  Eton 
and  Cambridge  and  that  kind  of  nonsense, 
which  had  taken  up  so  much  of  my  life  (but 
which  had  its  value,  I  think),  I  felt  very  moved 
to  shake  it  off  and  to  be  a  part  of  what  I  was 
painting,  the  way  Daumier  and  Courbet  and 
Goya  were.  It  was  a  feeling  that  you  have  to 
know  humanity  at  the  time  you  live.  You  can't 
just  sit  down  at  a  desk  and  write  a  Nana  unless 
vou've  lived  it,  by  God,  unless  you've  damn  well 
sat  in  a  cold  basement  half  the  night  with  down- 
and-outers  and  felt  their  suffering.  And  to  me  it 
meant  even  more.  It  meant  fighting  for  them 
politically,  besides  putting  it  down  on  canvas. 
It  meant  sacrificing  your  good  comfortable 
safety  to  fight  for  some  of  these  guys  and  stick 
my  neck  out  too. 


"So  I  got  into  things  like  the  219  sit-in  strike 
to  defend  artists  on  the  WPA.  I  was  one  of  the 
smaller  organizers.  Paul  Bloch,  the  sculptor  who 
was  killed  in  Spain  a  short  time  later,  was  the 
reall)  bra\  e  man  and  conspicuously  the  revolu- 
tionary leader  of  it,  you  might  say.  He  stuck  his 
chin  right  out  and  put  his  arms  right  around 
that  post  and  they  had  to  beat  him  insensible 
to  get  him  out  of  there.  They  beat  me  insensible, 
but  just  because  I  was  standing  in  the  front  line 
and  refused  to  ungrip  my  arms  with  the  others 
around  me,  and  refused  to  lease  the  building. 
Mv  nose  was  broken,  blood  was  pouring  out  of 
my  eyes,  my  ear  was  all  torn  down,  my  overcoat 
had  been  taken  and  the  collar  ripped  off.  I  was 
pushed  out  by  the  police  at  the  bottom  of  the 
elevator  and  thrown  into  a  Black  Maria.  Later 
they  took  us  to  a  vile  jail  up  on  the  West  Side, 
and  they  put  us  in  cells  where  the  toilets  had 
overflowed  and  we  were  standing,  ankle  deep, 
men  and  women,  all  night  in  that  filth.  We  were 
tried  en  masse,  and  escaped  with  a  warning. 

"Perhaps  I  overdid  the  action — not  because 
my  convictions  aren't  the  same  now  as  then — 
but  maybe  I  could  have  done  just  as  much  by 
putting  the  time  into  my  work.  Still  what's  lost 
on  action  may  be  gained  in  feeling.  This  is 
putting  it  a  little  crudely,  or  rather  too  simply, 
but  I  don't  think  that  anybody  who  hasn't  been 
really  beaten  up  by  the  police  badly,  as  I  have, 
could  have  painted  an  American  Tragedy." 

American  Tragedy  (fig.  13),  like  so  many  of 
Evergood's  works,  is  based  on  a  specific  inci- 
dent, in  this  case  a  bloody  battle  between  picket- 
ing strikers  and  police  which  took  place  outside 
a  steel  mill  in  Gary,  Indiana,  on  Memorial  Day, 
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37.  The  Hidden  Apple, 
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1937.  It  was  painted  in  part  from  newspaper 
photographs.  (Evergood  has  often  used  news- 
papers, magazines,  seed  and  mail-order  cata- 
logues because  he  finds  in  them  a  peculiarly 
American  flavor. )  But  needless  to  say  the  picture 
is  essentially  a  product  of  his  own  imagination, 
which  soared  on  this  occasion  into  a  realm  of 
theatrical  heroism  and  villainy.  The  defiant 
worker  protecting  his  pregnant  wife,  the  fragile 
straw  bonnet  about  to  be  trodden  into  the  dust, 
the  brutal  faces  of  the  police,  the  pathetic  ones 
of  the  fallen  strikers  push  the  picture  perilously- 
close  to  the  boundary  between  art  and  propa- 
ganda. It  is  saved  not  only  by  the  quality  of  the 
painting-the  strong,  harsh  drawing,  the  vibrat-         38    Th(,  LMg  Capta%n. 

ine  design — but  also,  paradoxically,  bv  the  very 

6,         6  ,  '*  '       '  '  1948.  Oil.  488  x  37!i.  Collection  of  Mr.  and  Mrs 

violence   of   the   conception,  which  raises  the  fl      R  Neuberger 

picture  to  a  symbol  of  tragic  social  strife  rather 
than  a  comment  on  a  specific  instance  of  it. 
Nevertheless,  there  is  still  an  artistic  danger 
involved  in  a  symbolism  that  deals  so  exclusively 
in  black  and  white  values.  Like  East  Lynne  and 
other  morality  plays  of  a  past  era,  it  must  face 
the  prospect  of  a  different  reception  when  the 
passions  which  inspired  it  have  cooled  and  the 
social  problem  it  dealt  with  has  changed. 

All  of  Evergood's  more  militant  social  paint- 
ings of  the  1930's  run  this  danger  and  escape  it 
with  varying  degrees  of  success.  Mine  Disaster 
(fig.  14),  a  somber  and  moving  picture  in  its 
left  and  central  sections,  might  have  been  more 
powerful  without  the  stressed  pathos  of  the 
woman  and  children  at  the  right.  The  artist  is 
at  his  best  when  he  tempers  tragedy  with  acid 
wit  and  the  irrepressible  exuberance  which  are 
so  much  a  part  of  his  nature.  The  Pink  Dismissal 
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39.  Dream  Catch. 

1946.  Oil  29%  x  20.  Collection  of  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn. 


Slip  (fig.  16)  with  its  grotesquely  beefy  artist, 
its  wonderfully  evoked  tenement  atmosphere 
and  its  sense  of  the  separateness  of  human  lives, 
embodied  in  the  woman  climbing  the  stairs,  is, 
like  life  itself,  both  sad  and  funny.  Through  the 
Mill  (fig.  19),  though  it  details  the  drudgery  of 
factory  work  in  the  vignettes  glimpsed  through 
every  one  of  the  forty-odd  windows,  is  a  picture 
of  such  human  warmth,  buoyancy  and  humor — 
and  of  such  essential  truth  to  the  American 
scene — that  it  wakes  a  nostalgia  today  for  those 
vanishing  New  England  mill  towns  which  were 
nearly  beautiful  in  their  ugliness. 

In  several  paintings  the  social  significance  is 
implied  rather  than  stated,  and  the  focus  is  on 
the  individual  rather  than  the  mass.  Turmoil 
(fig.  24)  opposes  a  Chirico-like  background  of 
lonely  factories  to  a  woman  whose  defiance  and 
longing  are  written  in  every  line  of  face  and 
body.  Despite  the  starkness  of  the  design,  un- 
usual for  Evergood,  it  is  a  psychologically  subtle 
painting  with  a  strong  undercurrent  of  sexual 
desire.  Lily  and  the  Sparroivs  (fig.  9)  might  also 
be  called  a  psychological  portrait,  though  here 
the  contrast  of  the  head  with  the  extreme  real- 
ism of  the  setting  creates  a  dream-like  impres- 
sion of  fantasy,  a  note  which  was  to  be  sounded 
more  frequently  in  Evergood's  work  of  later 
years.  Lily  was  no  dream,  however.  Nor  was  the 
waxen  face  entirely  born  in  his  imagination, 
though  perhaps  only  Evergood  would  have  seen 
it  thus  and  none  but  Evergood  would  have 
labored  so  long  for  precisely  that  expression. 

"I  was  walking  along  that  section  under  the 
old  El,  between  6th  Street  and  West  Broadway, 
in  a  sort  of  a  dream,  thinking  of  something  else, 
and  I  happened  to  stop  at  the  curb,  just  dream- 


ing,  and  look  up,  and  here  was  an  amazing 
sight.  A  little,  bald-headed,  white  beautiful  face 
was  in  a  window  with  little  bits  of  crumbs — 
alone.  Mother  out  to  work  probably,  father 
maybe  in  the  hospital.  She  could  have  fallen 
out  and  been  killed.  There  she  was,  leaning 
out  of  the  window  and  looking  up,  and  there 
were  a  couple  of  little  sparrows  flying  around 
in  the  air.  She  was  feeding  them.  I  thought  to 
myself,  my  God,  this  is  it,  this  tells  the  story 
and  I've  been  given  this  just  for  standing  here. 
"I  was  invited  to  show  at  the  Whitney  Mu- 
seum a  little  later,  and  I  decided  to  send  this 
picture.  But  the  night  before  it  was  due  I  was 
still  working  on  it.  I  must  have  painted  fifty 
faces,  one  over  the  other,  to  get  what  I  wanted. 
I  looked  at  the  picture  just  as  I  was  about  to  put 
it  in  the  frame  to  deliver  next  morning,  and  it 
seemed  to  have  gotten  more  doll-like  and  less 
human  the  more  I  worked  on  it.  Suddenly  some- 
thing came  over  me  and  I  said,  to  hell  with  it, 
I'll  scrape  it  off  and  repaint  the  face  tonight. 
So  I  grabbed  my  palette  knife.  The  paint  had 
not  thoroughly  dried,  even  with  all  the  coats  of 
a  month  or  two.  I  said,  boy,  you've  got  to  have 
courage  here,  and  I  slashed  off  all  the  coats  of 
paint  on  the  face,  and  I  looked  at  it — and  it  was 
perfect.  I'd  uncovered  a  series  of  layers,  and  all 
the  various  expressions  that  I'd  gotten  had 
amalgamated.  All  I  had  to  do  was  to  blow  on  a 
little  retouching  varnish  to  freshen  it  up,  and 
it  all  became  one,  like  one  beautiful  thing  under 
one  skin.  In  a  clumsier  way,  I  did  what  Leonardo 
did  in  a  brainy  way  with  his  Mono.  Lisa.  He 
painted  fifty  smiles  on  the  one  canvas  and 
blended  them  all  into  the  most  divine  smile  in 
the  world.  I  did  it  by  accident." 


40.  Seeking  a  Future. 

1946.  Oil.  22%  x  18.  Collection  of  Mr.  ami  Mrs.  Herbert  A.  Goldstone. 
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41.  Flight  of  Fancy. 

1947.  Oil.  41%  x  44H.  The  Baltimore  Museum  of  Art. 


Throughout  his  life,  facial  expression,  that 
fleeting,  mysterious  mirror  of  mood  and  char- 
acter, has  played  a  larger  role  in  Evergood's 
work  than  in  that  of  most  contemporary  painters, 
except  perhaps  for  a  few  like  Jack  Levine. 

Evergood's  reputation  grew  steadily  in  the 
1930's.  Oddly  enough  his  first  widespread  recog- 
nition came  as  a  mural  painter,  although  he  has 
done  relatively  little  work  in  this  field.  In  1932, 
however,  an  uncommissioned  sketch  for  a  mural 
and  one  finished  panel  of  it  (repainted  many 
years  later  as  Artist's  Fantasy)  were  exhibited 
at  the  Museum  of  Modern  Art,  where  they  won 
favorable  notice.  Perhaps  on  the  basis  of  this, 
the  WPA  assigned  Evergood  in  1936  to  the 
Mural  Section  of  the  Federal  Art  Project  and 
gave  him  150  square  feet  of  wall  to  decorate  in 
the  public  library  at  Richmond  Hill,  Long 
Island.  The  founding  of  this  Utopian  garden 
community  in  1870  by  Albon  Piatt  Man  and  a 
group  of  associates  gave  Evergood  a  congenial 
subject,  which  he  handled  symbolically  with 
much  ingenuity  and  imagination  (fig.  12). 
Dividing  Ins  long  narrow  space  into  three  sec- 
tions by  means  of  a  painted  door  and  a  fragment 
of  wall,  around  and  through  which  the  action 
flows  with  unimpeded  vigor,  he  portrayed  the 
founders  in  the  center,  the  rural  joys  of  their 
community  at  the  left,  and  the  slums  which 
tliey  were  bent  on  abolishing  at  the  right.  His 
natural  preference  for  a  shallow  space,  organ- 
ized strongly  in  the  plane  of  the  picture,  was 
well  adapted  to  mural  work.  His  painting  holds 
to  the  wall  despite  the  activeness  of  the  design 
and  the  exuberant  wealth  of  incident  and  detail. 


Few  murals  of  the  period  have  stood  up  so  well 
in  vitality  and  interest. 

Unfortunately  these  qualities  were  lost  on  a 
good  part  of  the  conservative  Richmond  Hill 
populace.  Criticisms  began  early  in  1937  while 
the  paint  was  still  wet.  In  response  to  these, 
Evergood  made  a  few  minor  changes.  In  the 
fall  of  die  same  year  he  was  finished  and  the 
mural  was  strongly  endorsed  by  Ernest  Peixotto, 
chairman  of  the  Municipal  Art  Commission. 
This  did  nothing,  however,  to  still  the  popular 
clamor.  The  granddaughter  of  a  founder  claimed 
the  mural  had  brought  her  to  the  verge  of 
apoplexy.  The  figures  were  accused  of  looking 
like  Russian  peasants  of  die  worst  sort  or,  alter- 
nately, of  not  looking  like  human  beings  at  all. 
A  minister  was  reported  to  have  complained 
bitterly  of  "the  emphasis  on  the  mammary 
glands."  The  Queens  Borough  Library  Board 
voted  to  remove  the  mural,  which  aroused  a 
counterstorm  of  protest  from  artists,  critics  and 
the  heads  of  the  Federal  Art  Project.  Finallv,  in 
late  May,  1938,  the  library  board  reversed  itself 
and  officially  accepted  the  mural.  The  long 
controversy  was  over. 

Evergood  has  painted  two  other  murals  to 
date,  neither  of  them  as  successful  as  The  Story 
of  Richmond  Hill  One,  Cotton  from  Field  to 
Mill  (fig.  15)  was  done  just  a  year  later  (1938) 
for  the  U.  S.  Post  Office  in  Jackson,  Georgia. 
Commissioned  by  the  Section  of  Fine  Arts  of 
the  Treasury  Department,  it  ran  into  nearly  as 
much  local  opposition  as  the  Richmond  Hill 
painting.  Numerous  changes  were  forced  on  the 
artist  (including  the  substitution  of  three  small 
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42.   New  Death.         1947.  Oil.  37  x  31%.  Collection  of  Terry  Dlntenfass. 


bushes  in  the  foreground  for  a  woman  suckling 
her  child ) ,  and  the  installation  of  the  canvas 
was  held  up  interminably.  More  important  is 
the  fact  that  Evergood  himself  does  not  seem  to 
have  been  much  inspired  bv  his  subject.  The 
semi-circular  design  is  pedestrian,  and  the  fig- 
ures lack  the  expressive  vitality  of  his  best  work. 
It  is  a  highly  competent  decoration,  but  not 
much  more.  His  last  mural,  started  two  years 
later,  is  better.  This  is  The  Bridge  to  Life  at 
Kalamazoo  College,  Michigan,  where  he  was 
resident  artist  from  1940  to  1942.  Though  the 
subject  is  a  conventional  one  and  verges  on  the 
over-sweet,  the  Renaissance-inspired  design  is 
more  interesting  and  is  well  adapted  to  the 
vaulted  space.  Unfortunately  the  execution  was 
delayed  bv  a  serious  illness  which  kept  him  off 
the  scaffold  for  several  months  and  he  did  not 
have  time  to  finish  the  area  at  the  right  with  the 
care  he  wished. 

During  the  same  years,  Evergood's  easel 
paintings  began  to  reach  a  wider  public  through 
various  museum  exhibitions.  The  Whitney  Mu- 
seum of  American  Art  showed  his  Art  on  the 
Beach  in  1934  and  has  included  him  in  all  its 
subsequent  Annuals.  The  Art  Institute  of  Chi- 
cago hung  his  work  in  1935.  The  Denver  Art 
Museum  gave  him  a  one-man  show  in  1936.  The 
Athenaeum  Gallery  in  Melbourne,  Australia, 
mounted  a  two-man  exhibition  of  paintings  by 
Evergood  and  his  father  (who  had  long  since 
returned  to  his  native  country)  in  1937;  Life 
magazine  reported  a  record  attendance  and 
bitter  fights  between  academicians  and  mod- 
ernists, but  the  latter  raised  enough  money  by 
subscription  to  purchase  Art  on  the  Beach  for 
the  National  Gallery  of  Victoria.  By  1938  Ever- 


43.  Snow  City. 
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44.  Twilight  Landscape. 

1925/47.  Oil.  24  x  ITU.  Collection  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Martin  Michel. 


opposite  : 


45.  Workers'  Victory. 
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good  had  shown  in  the  Carnegie  International 
at  Pittsburgh,  and  from  1940  on  his  name  ap- 
peared in  virtually  every  important  annual  and 
biennial  in  the  country.  His  reputation  was 
established. 

Then  came,  simultaneously,  two  blows  of  fate 
which  have  not  been  without  effect  on  certain 
aspects  of  his  art.  It  was  the  summer  of  1941. 
He  and  Julia  were  vacationing  on  Cape  Cod 
after  their  first  year  at  Kalamazoo  College. 

"Julie  was  pregnant.  She'd  given  up  every- 
thing, given  up  her  dancing,  sat  waiting  for  this 
child  to  grow  inside  her.  She'd  go  out  into  the 
garden  and  play  her  castenets.  She  had  always 
longed  for  a  child.  It  was  the  happiest  time  of 
our  life.  I  was  working,  painting,  all  the  rime. 
It  was  an  important  period  in  my  existence.  But 
then  she  would  come  in  from  outside  and  find 
me  asleep,  lying  in  front  of  my  easel.  She'd 
shake  me  and  I'd  wake  up,  but  I  was  in  a  sort 
of  auto-intoxieation.  I  was  being  poisoned  by 
something.  This  went  on  until  finally  I  went 
to  a  very  fine  diagnostician  in  Boston  who  X- 
rayed  me  and  told  me  that  I  had  a  very  serious 
obstruction  of  the  intestine.  The  passage  was 
only  one  half  inch  and  was  closing  by  the  hour. 
I  must  be  operated  on  within  two  days. 

"So  I  had  to  go  home,  to  our  little  cottage 
where  Julie  was  waiting,  and  break  the  news 
that  this  very  serious  operation  had  to  be  done 
—a  resection  of  the  colon.  Julie  came  back  to 
Boston  with  me  and  took  a  hotel  room.  They 
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46.  Lcdu  in  High  Places. 

1S49.  Oil.  45  x  30.  Collection  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  David  A.  Hams. 


got  the  finest  surgeon  in  America  to  operate. 
Great  surgeon.  I  went  into  the  operation,  came 
out,  and  this  great  surgeon  told  Julie  it  was 
cancer,  malignant,  but  I  wasn't  to  know.  For- 
tunately he  cleared  it  all  out.  Eight  weeks  later 
I  was  still  running  a  temperature.  The  great 
surgeon  had  gone  away  to  write  a  paper  on 
something,  and  the  assistant  surgeon,  who  was 
also  very  fine,  but  a  young  man,  got  worried. 
They  X-rayed  my  brain  and  my  lungs  several 
times,  thinking  it  might  be  a  tubercular  infection 
or  something,  but  found  nothing.  So  in  despera- 
tion one  day  the  young  surgeon  came  in,  and 
he  said,  'Evergood,  you've  got  to  go  down  to 
the  X-ray  room;  we're  going  to  X-ray  your  belly 
tin's  time.'  So  they  put  this  great  big  machine 
over  my  abdomen,  and  I  was  still  lying  under  it 
when  the  woman  came  out  of  the  developing 
room.  She  was  white.  She  called  up  the  head  of 
the  nurses,  and  they  all  trooped  in  and  doctors 
came  in  and  looked  at  me  as  if  I  was  some 
kind  of  a  freak.  She  showed  them  the  X-ray 
plate,  and  it  had  a  metal  plate  with  a  number 
22  on  it.  They  had  left  in  my  abdomen  the 
pillow,  not  a  sponge  but  the  original  surgical 
pillow,  mind  you,  that  they  put  in  to  raise  the 
intestines  to  operate. 

"So  then  of  course  the  great  surgeon  rushed 
back.  Peritonitis  had  set  in  and  the  whole  damn 
section,  where  tile  pillow  was,  was  all  rotted. 
And  the  whole  bloody  operation  had  to  be  done 
all  over  again.  I  was  in  the  hospital  four  months 
in  all,  and  during  that  time  Julie  used  to  come 
every  day  and  sit  with  me  and  read  to  me  with  a 
smile  on  her  face  and  this  child  developing  in- 
side her.  Then,  while  I  was  recovering  after  the 
second  operation,  she  disappeared  for  a  week, 
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47.  Laughing  Worker. 

1948.  Oil.  Owner  unknown 


48.  The  Forgotten  Man. 

c.  1949.  Oil.  60  x  40.  A.C.A.  GoUen 


49.  Sunny  Side  of  the  Street, 

1950.  Oil.  50  i  3B!i.  The  Corcoran  Gallery  o\   Irt,  Purchase,  Anno  E.  Clarl  Fund. 


which  worried  me  quite  a  bit.  Finally  I  learned 
she  had  had  a  miscarriage  with  the  shock  of  it 
all.  She  lost  the  child  and  couldn't  have  another. 
Our  whole  lives  would  have  been  different  if 
that  hadn't  happened — just  that  little  accident." 
When  Evergood  was  released  he  painted  a 
picture  charged  with  hate — the  young  surgeon 
leaning  over  the  foot  of  his  bed,  frightened  and 
belligerent,  trying  to  explain  the  incredible 
error,  and  bevond  him  the  view  of  Boston  that 
was  stamped  on  the  artist's  memory  from  his 
long  months  of  lying  and  watching  it.  Fifteen 
years  later  he  painted  out  the  figure,  feeling  that 
the  rawness  of  emotion  it  expressed  was  over- 
violent,  and  substituted  for  it  the  profile  of  a 
merchant  seaman  whom  he  had  seen  at  the 
hospital  convalescing  from  bums.  The  painting 
is  now  Snug  Harbor  (fig.  78).  A  more  oblique 
but  also  a  more  poignant  expression  of  the  sad- 
ness which  filled  his  life  at  this  time  is  the 
wraith-like  vision  of  Juju  as  a  Wave  (fig.  21), 
a  picture  which  he  had  completed  in  1935  as  a 
joyful  tribute  to  his  wife's  dedication  as  a 
dancer,  but  which  he  now  repainted,  softening 
all  the  details  of  the  anatomy,  half  dissolving 
the  figure  into  the  mysterious  blue-grays  of  the 
background  and  giving  the  face  a  tragic  expres- 
sion, remote  and  ethereal.  For  this  one  moment 
he  turned  aside  from  the  main  direction  of  his 
art  and  entered  the  vicicnary  twilight  world  of 
Blake  and  Ryder.  He  has  revisited  it  seldom 
and  nearly  always  in  a  spirit  of  sadness.  His 
Portrait  of  My  Mother  (fig.  35),  done  just  be- 
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50.  Portrait  of  an  Artist  as  a  Young  Man. 
c.  1936/48/51.  Oil.  35  x  25.  Collection  of  the  artist. 


fore  her  death  but  enlarged  and  repainted  in 
1946,  is  one  of  the  few  other  examples.  Its 
quality,  largely  achieved  in  the  second  painting, 
sprang  from  recollections  made  more  poignant, 
perhaps,  by  his  own  illness. 

"My  mother  was  dying  of  cancer  in  a  little 
room  on  Lexington  Avenue,  I  was  sitting  talking 
to  her  in  tire  window,  and  I  looked  at  her  face 
and  I  said,  'Mother,  I've  never  seen  anyone  with 
such  beautiful  eyes.'  At  that  time  they  had  be- 
come violet  in  color  instead  of  brown,  the  most 
wonderful  pale  violet.  And  she  said,  'It's  lovely 
that  you  say  that.  It  makes  me  so  happy,  my 
son,  that  you  think  I  have  beautiful  eyes.'  I 
said,  'Mother,  by  God,  I'd  like  to  paint  you.' 
So  she  walked  over  to  her  little  couch-bed,  lay 
down  and  crossed  her  hands  over  the  pain,  as 
she  often  did,  and  I  got  out  my  paints  and 
went  to  work.  The  head  and  the  hands  are  the 
result.  Much  later  I  enlarged  the  canvas  and 
added  from  memory  the  boney  knees  and  the 
almost  frivolous  high-heeled  shoes  she  used  to 
wear.  They  made  a  kind  of  striking  contrast  to 
the  very  spiritual  approach  to  death  in  her  face. 
I  also  painted  out  the  banal  background  I  had 
had  before — a  bookcase  or  something — which 
wasn't  adequate  to  the  mystery  I  wanted  in  the 
picture,  a  kind  of  moon-like,  out-of-the-world 
quality." 

Gradually  the  shock  of  Julia's  miscarriage  and 
his  own  operation  passed,  and  Evergood  began 
to  return  to  an  active,  less  introspective  life.  In 
1943  he  painted  a  picture  which  reveals  this 
change  of  mood,  a  portrait  of  himself  grafting 
an  apple  tree  in  the  front  yard  of  the  little  house 
at  Woodside,  Queens,  where  they  then  lived 
(fig.  25).   Not  only  is  the  grafting  symbolic; 


51.  Happy  Entrance. 

1951.  Oil.  28  x  20.  Collection  of  Dr.  and  .Mrs.  Daoid  V   /  pstein. 


52.  Tailing  Hands. 

c.  1939/57-58.  Oil.  24  x  30.  Collection  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  David  A.  Epstein. 


everything  in  the  picture  strikes  a  note  of  gaiety 
— the  bright,  clear  colors,  the  unusual  degree  of 
realism  and  the  quasi-primitive  simplifications 
of  form,  which  are  a  little  like  Grant  Wood's, 
although  Wood  could  scarcely  have  drawn  so 
expressive  a  pair  of  feet. 

Circumstances  and  the  necessity  to  make  a 
living  also  drew  Evergood  back  into  numerous 
activities.  Though  he  won  a  purchase  prize  at 
the  Artists  for  Victory  exhibition  in  the  Metro- 
politan Museum  and  sold  nine  paintings  from 
his  third  one-man  show  at  the  A.C.A.  Gallery, 
he  could  not  yet  depend  entirely  on  his  art  for 
a  livelihood.  During  the  winter  of  1942-43  he 
taught  once  a  week  at  Muhlenberg  College  in 
Allentown,  Pennsylvania,  and  gave  private 
classes  in  Bethlehem  and  Philadelphia.  In  Feb- 
ruary, 1943,  he  was  invited  by  the  War  Depart- 
ment ( with  ten  other  artists )  to  make  a  pictorial 
record  of  the  war.  He  accepted,  gave  up  his 
teaching  jobs,  was  tentatively  assigned  to  the 
African  front,  and  went  through  three  busy 
months  of  inoculations  and  equipping.  On  May 
8,  however,  he  and  two  other  artists  received 
identical  notes  from  the  Corps  of  Engineers 
stating  that  it  is  impossible  under  exictmj  laws 
to  engage  you  at  this  time."  Hurrying  to  Wash- 
ington to  find  out  the  cause  of  their  dismissal, 
the  three  were  unable  to  learn  the  source  or  the 
nature  of  the  charges  against  them.  A  later 
letter  from  the  War  Department's  Bureau  of 
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Public  Relations  (in  answer  to  an  appeal  which 
the  three  had  sent  to  the  President )  did  little  to 
clarify  the  issue,  saying  only  that  an  investiga- 
tion by  the  Provost  Marshal  General  had  de- 
veloped information  which  established  that 
their  employment  would  be  in  conflict  with 
provisions  of  the  so-called  Hatch  Act. 

There  the  matter  closed,  but  something  of 
the  bitterness  and  disappointment  Evergood 
felt  erupted  in  a  letter  written  immediately  after 
the  incident;  "I  love  our  democratic  way  of  life 
and    have    fought   for    its    ideals — freedom    of 

speech — against  racial  discrimination — and  gen-  53.  The  Jester. 

erally  for  justice  and  the  underdog.  It  so  hap-  jg.50.  Oil  72  x  96.  Collection  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sol  Brody. 

pened  that  I  saw  the  menace  of  Fascism  even 
at  the  time  of  the  Spanish  Civil  War — and  hated 
it  and  said  so  in  my  paintings  and  on  the  plat- 
form. It  was  natural,  therefore,  for  me  to  believe 
that  I  was  being  asked  to  go  to  a  fighting  front 
to  record  a  tremendous  human  struggle  in  paint 
because  of  the  human  convictions  I  had  ex- 
pressed in  my  life  and  because  of  the  quality 
that  these  convictions  had  given  to  my  work. 
...  It  is  quite  obvious  that  if  there  was  any 
cause  for  my  being  considered  a  menace  to  the 
national  security  or  the  American  way  of  life 
I  would  by  now  be  languishing  in  jail,  and 
should  bel" 

One  of  the  pictures  which  Evergood  must 
have  had  in  mind,  as  he  wrote,  was  Fascist 
Company  (fig.  23),  a  canvas  symbolic  of  brutal- 
ity  and   destruction,    in   which   he   made   use. 


[73] 


54.  Mom's  Cathedral. 

1951.  Oil.  36  x  46.  A.C.A.  Gallery. 


consciously  or  not,  of  the  inflated  nudes  and 
horses  conventional  in  the  official  art  of  Hitler 
and  Mussolini.  It  was  soon  followed  by  a  num- 
ber of  other  paintings  on  war  themes.  Some  of 
these  dealt  with  the  pathos  of  human  suffering, 
as  in  the  Boy  from  Stalingrad  {  fig.  26)  guarding 
his  mountainous  pile  of  German  corpses,  an 
incident  related  to  the  artist  by  the  picture's 
present  owner,  who  had  been  in  Russia  during 
the  war,  but  one  which  Evergood  transformed 
into  a  psychological  study  of  youth  wrenched 
prematurely  into  manhood.  More  often  he  at- 
tacked war  with  all  the  violence  he  had  learned 
as  a  social  satirist,  embellished  by  a  current  of 
imaginative  fantasy  which  began  to  flow  more 
strongly  through  all  his  work  at  this  time.  In 
The  Quarantined  Citadel  (fig.  31)  he  banished 
all  the  warmongers  to  an  island,  equipped  them 
with  maps,  toy  soldiers  and  Coney  Island  air- 
planes and  let  them  play  out  harmlessly  their 
visions  of  conquest.  This  picture  also  marks  an 
interesting  though  momentary  departure  from 
Evergood's  usual  style;  its  bristling  angularities 
and  forced  contrasts  of  light  and  dark  suggest 
a  German  expressionist  influence,  particularly 
that  of  Beckmann,  whose  work  he  had  admired 
in  Paris  nearly  twenty  years  earlier.  Equally 
fantastic  and  more  characteristic  of  his  own 
manner  are  Renunciation  (fig.  36)  with  its 
monkeys  foreswearing  man  and  his  atomic- 
weapons,  and  New  Death  (fig.  42),  in  which 
a  maze-like  tree  entraps  humanity  and  strews 
the  ground  with  symbols  of  destruction. 

55.  Passing  Show. 

c.  1934/51.  Oil.  65  x  40.  Collection  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sidney  Lawrence. 
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56.  Dowager  in  a  Wheelchair. 

1952.  Oil.  48  x  38.  Sara  Ruby  Foundation,  New  York. 


The  war  did  not,  however,  have  the  obsessive 
quality  for  Evergood  that  it  had  for  George 
Grosz.  Throughout  the  1940's  lie  continued  to 
paint  many  other  aspects  of  society.  In  these 
works,  too,  a  growing  tendency  toward  fantasy 
is  noticeable,  though  during  the  first  half  of 
the  decade  his  imagination  was  held  within  the 
bounds  of  a  certain  plausibility.  Madonna  of  the 
Mines  (fig.  28)  is  the  kind  of  exercise  in  a 
fusion  of  vulgarity  and  tenderness  which  he  had 
done  before,  though  not  with  quite  such  dra- 
matic impact.  A  Cup  of  Tea  (fig.  34)  and  Still 
Life  (fig.  27)  are  straight  satire;  the  exaggera- 
tions in  them  are  deliberate  overstatements 
for  satirical  effect.  As  in  the  past,  he  also  painted 
actual  incidents,  although  he  often  succeeded 
in  endowing  them  with  a  symbolic  significance 
that  transcended  the  specific  event.  One  of  his 
best  canvases  in  this  vein  is  My  Forebears  Were 
Pioneers  (fig.  18),  based  on  a  sight  that  he 
saw  after  the  hurricane  of  1938. 

"We  were  driving  from  Cape  Cod  to  New 
York,  going  through  a  little  village  with  all  the 
trees  blown  down,  lying  on  the  lawns,  and  there 
was  a  beautiful,  austere  old  lady — beautiful 
because  she  was  so  ramrod  straight — sitting  in 
her  chair  with  an  old  dog  at  her  feet  and  a  Bible 
on  her  knee  calmly  looking  out  at  the  cars  going 
by  with  the  complete  destruction  of  her  house 
and  trees  lying  all  over  the  beautiful  lawn.  I 
was  impressed  by  the  way  that  old  lady  of 
pioneer  stock  was  unperturbed  by  anything.  Her 
grandfathers  had  fought  Indians  and  come  over 
on  the  Mayflower,  and  there  she  was  with  her 
Bible,  not  changed  by  all  that  turmoil  of  nature. 

"Julian  Levi,  the  painter,  gave  the  picture  its 
title.  He  and  Bruce  Mitchell  came  into  my  studio 
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57.   Self-Portrait  with  \inli 

2951.  Oil    U  i  I  •   Collection  o)  tfi   and  Mia 
Bernard  Lit  Ingston. 


58.  Nature  without  Man. 

1952.  Oil.  30  x  20.  Collection  of 
Joseph  H.  Hirshhom. 


while  I  was  straggling  with  it,  and  one  of  them 
said,  'It's  funny,  Phil,  how  you  seem  to  deal 
with  topical  subjects.  I  don't  see  things  that 
way.'  And  I  said,  'Well,  it  is  topical  now  because 
we've  had  a  hurricane  and  I  saw  the  old  lady- 
sitting  there  on  her  lawn,  but  I  don't  like  to 
feel  that  it  will  always  be  topical.  I  don't  paint 
to  put  over  topical  ideas.  I  feel  very  conscious 
when  I  develop  a  theme  that  it  must  have  uni- 
versal connotations  before  I  want  to  put  it 
down  in  paint.' " 

But  as  the  decade  wore  on,  a  new  element 
of  pure  fantasy,  quite  unrelated  to  social  or 
interpretive  functions,  began  to  invade  even 
those  pictures  which  had  ostensibly  social  mes- 
sages. Moon  Maiden  (fig.  22)  was  one  of  the 
first.  It  started  as  an  elaborately  symbolic  indict- 
ment of  America's  shallower  aspects:  the  night- 
club habitues  on  their  tightrope,  political 
prisoners  ironically  caged  in  the  base  of  the 
Statue  of  Liberty,  and  Liberty  herself  remotely 
situated  on  the  moon.  The  maiden  was  intended 
to  be  the  doll-like  woman  of  the  night  clubs,  the 
hatcheck  girl,  the  illusion  of  pleasure.  First  he 
painted  her  nude,  using  a  model  (which  he 
seldom  did) — a  very  beautiful  ex-Follies  girl 
with  a  miraculous  body  and  complexion.  In  a 
strange  way  she  seemed  to  take  over  the  paint- 
ing the  longer  he  worked  on  it,  and  when  he 
added  the  clothes  he  found  himself  molding  the 
skirt  into  the  mysterious  cornucopia-like  form 
which  dominates  the  canvas  to  the  virtual  ob- 
literation of  the  social  symbolism.  Why  or 
whence  that  shape  emerged  he  cannot  explain, 
though  by  adding  the  giant  hornets  he  has 
j.ivtn  it  the  interpretation  of  a  flower 

An    equally   inexplicable   form   encloses   the 
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59.  The  Future  Belongs  to  Them. 

c.  1938/53.  Oil.  60  x  40.  Cull, ,  Hon  oj  Terry  Dintenftm. 


60.  Satisfaction  in  New  Jersey, 

c.  1951.  Oil.  42  i  86.  Collection  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Akin  M.  Greenstein. 


figures  in  Men  and  Mountain  (fig.  30) — a  gos- 
samer, transparent  oval  into  which  the  racing 
skiers  have  leapt,  as  if  into  another  world  where 
they  are  frozen  forever  in  their  headlong  flight. 
While  this  picture  grew  out  of  an  arresting 
glimpse  of  ski  jumpers  near  the  Bear  Mountain 
Bridge  one  winter,  it  has  more  the  look  of  pure 
hallucination.  It  was  followed  by  several  paint- 
ings, all  done  in  the  late  1940's,  which  are 
entirely  imaginary,  totally  unrelated  to  social 
comment,  and  in  which  the  fantasy  grows  wilder 
than  any  he  had  permitted  himself  before.  Thus 
The  Bluebird  (fig.  33)  confronts  a  voluptuous 
nude  and  a  creature  that  will  not  be  found  in 
any  ornithological  treatise,  both  perched  high 
in  the  branches  of  a  tree.  The  Little  Captain 
(fig.  38)  serenely  rows  his  skiff  through  tower- 
ing waves  more  improbable  than  those  of 
Hokusai;  it  was  painted  in  a  single  day,  Ever- 
good  says,  for  the  sheer  joy  of  swirling  the  paint 
into  that  crashing  vortex.  Flight  of  Fancy  (fig. 
41),  like  Kubla  Khan,  was  an  actual  dream — one 
in  which  the  ornate  railroad  handcar  of  The 
Siding  (fig.  10)  became  the  unlikely  vehicle  for 
a  child  borne  through  the  skv  by  flamingoes; 
when  he  awoke  the  artist  hurried  to  the  studio 
to  draw  it  while  the  image  remained  vivid. 

A  growing  sensuousness,  both  in  the  handling 
of  the  paint  and  in  the  treatment  of  the  female 
nude,  also  emerged  in  Evergood's  work  during 
these  years.  In  the  1930's,  when  he  was  most 
deeply  involved  with  social  themes,  the  nude 
seldom  appeared  in  his  work.  But  from  the  mid- 
'forties  on,  with  pictures  like  Moon  Maiden  and 
The  Bluebird,  it  began  to  play  an  increasingly 
important  role.  Sometimes  he  treated  it  as  a  kind 
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61.  G//7  «»(/  Sunflowers. 

1951   Oil.  35  v  26  77«  S/mi/ci/  J.  WoZ/  Collection. 


62.  Self-Portrait  with  Divining  Rod. 

c   W54.0U   IV,  >  Ult  Collect! /  fern/  Dhilenjass 


of  social  symbol.  The  Hidden  Apple  (fig.  37) 
has  that  acidulous  color  and  drawing  with  which 
he  creates  so  vividly  the  sense  of  a  vital  and 
vulgar  humanity;  its  heroine,  with  her  black 
panties,  skimpy  bra  and  ivy-league  pennants  in 
a  drab  hall  bedroom,  tells  a  story  that  is  not 
without  social  significance.  But  she  is  also  the 
universal  Eve,  and  her  erotic  appeal  charges 
the  picture  with  a  stronger  force  than  the  social 
message.  This  is  even  truer  of  Leda  in  High 
Places  (fig.  46),  which  started  as  an  elaborate 
symbol  of  greed  and  racial  strife,  issuing  from 
the  rape  of  the  world  by  a  capitalist  Zeus,  and 
which  ended  as  one  of  Evergood's  most  sensu- 
ous nudes,  not  only  in  the  voluptuous  forms 
with  their  suggestion  of  an  open,  yielding  body, 
but  also  in  the  painting  itself,  the  opalescent 
surface,  the  melting  edges,  the  feathery  brush- 
work.  "Frankly,"  says  Evergood  today,  "I  don't 
think  the  symbolism  amounts  to  a  darn." 

While  Evergood  iias  seldom  gone  so  far  in 
the  direction  of  pure  sensuousness  as  Leda,  he 
has  continued  to  paint  many  nudes,  all  of  which 
have  a  degree  of  erotic  content  though  usuall) 
tempered  by  satire  or,  occasionally,  by  a  kind 
of  tongue-in-cheek  outrageousness,  a  delight  in 
epatant  le  bourgeois,  as  in  his  little  Self-Portrait 
with  Nude  (fig.  57)  with  its  unmistakeable 
leer.  He  has  always  been  fascinated  by  the  incon- 
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sisteney  of  the  American  attitude  towards  sex, 
which  bans  postcards  of  Goya's  Maja  Desmida 
from  the  mails  but  permits  the  circulation  of 
mail-order  catalogues  illustrated  by  demure  col- 
lege girls  clad  only  in  their  underwear.  Some- 
thing of  the  absurdity  of  sex  often  tinctures  his 
own  work  though  never  to  the  exclusion  of  its 
underlying  power. 

"I  think  that  I  was  first  awakened  to  the  sensu- 
ous possibilities  of  art  by  my  love  of  Modigliani 
and  Pascin,  who  were  certainly  outstanding  in 
their  ability  to  express  it.  Of  course  sex  was  a 
kind  of  obsession  with  Pascin,  and  I  feel  that 
that's  a  limiting  thing.  In  other  words,  it's  touch- 
and-go.  It's  a  little  line  you  walk,  a  very  fine 
line,  and  I  think  that  he  tends  sometimes  to 
go  towards  a  surface  sensuality.  You  might  say 
it's  like  the  difference  between  a  Greek  sculp- 
tured nude  and  a  bronze  Diana  with  panties  on. 
Tending  by  nature  a  little  towards  the  satirical, 
I  think  my  own  work  has  been  more  affected  by 
the  kind  of  humor  about  sex  that  Goya  had 
sometimes,  or  Rowlandson  and  Hogarth.  I  laugh 
quite  often  at  the  use  of  it  that  high  pressure 
advertising  makes  in  the  world  today.  But  1 11 
be  frank;  I'm  never  laughing  at  the  sensuousness 
of  a  beautiful  woman.  I  like  it.  I'm  really  car- 
ried away  by  the  beauty  of  it,  and  I  want  to 
put  some  of  it  down  on  canvas." 

Perhaps  the  picture  which  sums  up  Ever- 
good's  attitude  most  clearly — just  as  it  seems 
to  sum  up  and  bring  to  fruition  every  other 
majcr  tendency  in  his  art  up  to  this  pcint — is 
The  Jester  (fig.  53)  of  1950.  Here,  sensuous- 
ness, symbolism,  fantasy,  humor,  satire  and 
social  comment  are  woven  together  so  inextric- 
ably   and    with    such    skill    that    the    painting 


emerges  as  one  of  his  finest  achievements.  It  is, 
of  course,  an  allegory  of  the  follies  of  the  world : 
the  glaring  mask  of  war,  the  little  juggler  of 
Wall  Street  with  his  fragile  eggs,  the  sinuous, 
slightly  Modigliani-like  nudes,  the  vile  brew  on 
the  table,  presided  over  by  Death,  and,  beneath 
the  rakish  angle  of  his  crown,  the  recognizable 
portrait  of  Evergood  himself  busily  sketching 
not  the  scene  before  him  but  two  poor  children 
with  a  loaf  of  bread.  Compressed  within  his 
characteristically  shallow  space,  the  many  fig- 
ures move  in  an  undulating  design  enlivened  by 
arresting  gestures  and  varied  by  many  counter 
movements,  such  as  the  ladder-like  sequence  of 
faces  at  the  right.  The  brilliant  green  and  red 
columns  and  the  vari-colored  harlequin  costume 
of  the  jester  strike  the  kind  of  sharp  color  notes 
that  Evergood  likes  against  the  warm  pink  flesh 
filling  the  rest  of  the  picture.  The  technical 
mastery  and  the  vivid  imagination  which  has 
combined  such  a  variety  of  themes  and  moods 
in  a  unified  design  of  rich  complexity  is  impres- 
sive. The  picture  is  an  important  milestone  not 
only  in  Evergood's  own  work,  but  in  the  figura- 
tive painting  of  our  generation. 

Evergood's  personal  life  since  the  early  1940s 
has  been  fraught  with  more  of  those  mercurial 
changes  of  fortune  which  seem  to  be  his  destin) 
A  low  ebb  came  after  his  rejection  by  the 
Army  as  an  artist-correspondent  in  1943.  The 
Federal  Art  Project  was  over,  he  had  given  up 
his  teaching  and  no  new  opportunities  in  this 
field  presented  themseh  es.  Occasionally  his  wife 
found  odd  jobs  as  a  secretary,  but  they  were  not 
enough  to  support  the  family.  Impelled  by 
necessity,  he  found  a  job  with  the  Midtown 
Frame  Shop,  where  he  was  put  to  mitering  and 
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joining  the  moldings.  It  was  an  eight-hour  day, 
the  work  was  tiring  and  the  pay  was  not  munifi- 
cent, but  it  kept  them  alive.  Unfortunately  it 
left  him  neither  the  time  nor  the  strength  for 
painting.  He  was  rescued  from  this  impasse  by 
an  event  which  still  seems,  in  retrospect,  a  near 
miracle. 

"One  day  I  was  working  away,  minding  my 
business,  when  a  little  man  came  in  and  started 
ordering  some  frames.  He  was  giving  the  meas- 
urements to  Alex,  who  ran  the  shop,  and  they 
stood  there  talking  awhile  when  Alex  said,  'Oh, 
by  the  wav,  I  didn't  introduce  you.  This  is  Mr. 
Joseph  Hirshhorn  and  this  is  Phil  Evergood; 
he  is  a  painter.'  He  said,  'I  know  your  work.  I've 
seen  it  in  the  Whitney  Museum  Annuals.  I'm 
rather  interested  by  it.  You  shouldn't  be  doing 
this  kind  of  thing;  you  should  be  painting.'  Then 
he  went  on  with  his  business,  but  just  as  he  was 
leaving  he  came  over  to  the  bench  and  said 
quietly,  'Would  you  be  interested  in  bringing 
some  of  your  canvases  to  my  apartment  and 
showing  them  to  me?'  I  said,  'Certainly.'  He  said, 
'Well  why  don't  we  make  it  next  Sunday?  Get 
in  a  taxi,  put  in  as  many  of  your  paintings  as 
you  can  and  bring  them  to  my  apartment,  num- 
ber one  Fifth  Avenue.' 

"When  I  drove  up,  there  was  a  big  commis- 
sionaire standing  outside  in  his  uniform.  Evi- 
dently he  had  been  told  about  my  visit  because 
he  paid  the  taxi  and  helped  me  carry  my  paint- 
ings in  to  the  elevator,  which  took  me  to  the 
top  floor.  Hirshhorn  opened  the  door  of  the 
elevator  and  helped  me  out  with  the  pictures 
himself.  He  put  them  all  around  his  beautiful 
big  apartment  overlooking  the  square,  and 
looked  at  them,  and  said,  'Gee,  I  like  that  little 
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Still  Life.  How  much,  how  much  is  that?'  I 
said,  'Oh,  $150.'  He  said,  'I'll  take  it.  How  much 
is  that  other  one  there?'  I  said,  '$200.'  He  said, 
'How  much  is  that?'  It  was  a  larger  and  a  better 
canvas,  I  thought,  so  I  got  more  daring  and  said, 
'$300.'  Well  this  went  on  and  by  the  time  he 
had  finished  he  had  bought  nine  out  of  the  ten 
or  twelve  pictures  I  had  taken  him  and  he  went 
over  to  the  desk,  sat  down  and  wrote  me  a  big 
check  for  the  lot.  I  felt  wonderful!  He  said, 
'Now  you'll  be  able  to  leave  the  shop.  If  I  were 
you,  I'd  get  out.'  So  I  finished  my  month,  or 
whatever  it  was  until  they  got  another  man,  and 
left." 

The  moment  was  a  financial  turning  point, 
if  not  a  dramatically  decisive  one,  in  Evergood's 
career.  Since  then  he  has  known  poverty  and 
months  when  the  bills  could  not  be  paid,  but 
with  the  help  of  his  wife's  earnings  he  has  never 
again  faced  starvation  or  been  forced  to  give 
up  his  painting  for  more  remunerative  work. 
And  that,  unhappily,  is  a  greater  measure  of 
worldly  success  than  many  of  America's  best 
artists  can  claim. 

After  the  sale  of  the  nine  pictures,  the  future 
looked  rosier  than  in  many  years.  He  had  re- 
covered his  strength,  his  painting  was  going  well, 
and  he  was  further  encouraged  when  his  Wheels 
of  Victory  (fig.  29)  won  a  $2.000-prize  in  Pepsi- 
Cola's  Portrait  of  America  exhibition  in  1944. 
On  a  tip  from  Joseph  Hirshhorn,  who  continued 
to  take  a  keen  interest  in  his  career,  he  invested 
the  prize  money  in  a  certain  mining  stock, 
though  not  without  some  qualms  of  conscience 
when  he  thought  of  the  savage  attacks  on  Wall 
Street  which  he  had  painted  at  various  times 
and  in  which,  at  heart,  he  still  believed.  Within 
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six  months  the  value  of  his  investment  had  risen 
to  $9,000,  and  he  sold  out  with  a  mixed  sense 
of  guilt  and  relief.  Suddenly  they  were  wealthy. 
Both  he  and  his  wife  disliked  the  suburban 
atmosphere  of  Queens;  both  had  longed  for  a 
home  of  their  own  in  the  city.  They  began  to 
comb  Greenwich  Village,  and  at  132  Bank 
Street,  near  the  river,  they  found  a  150-year-old 
house,  dilapidated  but  beautiful.  With  the  help 
of  a  mortgage,  they  bought  and  remodeled  it, 
papered  and  painted  the  interior,  installed  an 
oil  furnace  in  the  cellar,  raised  the  roof  and  put 
in  a  skylight,  making  the  top  floor  into  a  pleasant 
studio. 

"We  were  happy.  We  had  a  beautiful  little 
gem  of  a  home  in  New  York.  We  had  one  floor 
we  could  rent  out  to  help  pay  for  the  mortgage. 
We  had  even  bought  a  little  shack  for  $1,000  out 
in  Patchogue,  Long  Island,  in  the  middle  of 
some  woods,  where  we  were  going  to  spend  the 
summers.  Summer  came,  so  we  locked  up  the 
Bank  Street  house  and  took  our  two  dogs  in  an 
old  station  wagon  and  went  out  to  Patchogue 
to  be  happy.  We  were  all  set  for  life. 

"We  had  a  lovely  time  for  six  weeks.  We  had 
just  packed  up,  ready  to  come  home  the  next 
day,  and  had  gone  to  bed  when  we  heard  police 
sirens  in  the  dead  of  night  in  this  lonely  place. 
A  police  car  drove  up  witli  flooding  headlights. 
I  jumped  up  and  rushed  downstairs.  I  didn't 
know  what  had  happened.  The  police  said,  'Are 
you  Mr.  Evergood?'  I  said,  'Yes.'  They  said, 
'Something  terrible  has  happened.  We've  been 
trying  all  over  the  place  to  find  you.  Your  house 
in  New  York  has  been  burglarized;  someone's 
been  killed.  You  have  to  go  in  immediately, 
right  now,  to  your  house.' 
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"It  was  3:30  in  the  morning  when  we  arrived 
at  our  beautiful  little  home  on  Bank  Street.  All 
the  lights  were  blazing,  every  window  was 
smashed,  the  front  door  was  in  tile  street,  ripped 
off  its  hinges.  We  were  met  on  the  door-step  by 
three  men  in  plain  clothes.  They  said,  'You're 
Mr.  Evergood,  are  you?  Well,  a  terrible  thing 
has  happened.'  A  man,  a  Negro,  had  been  living 
in  our  house  for  four  weeks.  A  neighbor  had  seen 
him  going  in  and  out  of  the  basement  late  at 
night,  but  thought  possibly  he  was  a  friend 
of  mine.  Then  she  noticed  there  were  no  lights 
in  the  house,  except  once  or  twice  a  candle 
burning  in  the  studio.  So  she  reported  it  to  the 
police  and  they  sent  a  patrol  car  around.  A  very 
famous  policeman,  who  had  won  many  medals 
for  bravery,  and  a  young  rookie  cop  drove  up. 
The  older  man  took  out  his  pistol  and  cocked 
it,  and  they  went  in  the  basement  with  a  flash- 
light. No  light  was  on.  When  they  got  to  the 
top  floor,  to  my  studio,  the  loud  report  of  a 
shotgun  shell  exploding  took  place. 

"The  Negro  bov — his  name  was  Gray  I  dis- 
covered later — had  taken  an  old  Very  pistol, 
used  to  shoot  flares  at  sea,  which  an  officer-friend 
had  given  me.  I  had  hung  the  darned  thing  up 
on  the  wall  just  as  a  bit  of  decoration,  because 
it  was  brass  and  looked  cute.  He  had  found  a 
box  of  shotgun  shells  that  I  had  in  the  house 
and  had  wound  them  with  tape  to  make  them 
fit  the  larger  breach  of  the  Very  pistol.  He  had 
even  practiced  with  it  on  the  Coney  Island 
shore  late  at  night.  It  worked.  So  he  shot  the 
policeman  in  the  chest,  and  tore  the  whole  of 
his  chest  away.  The  young  rookie  cop — Iris  first 
time  out,  mind  you — jumped  into  my  little  bath- 
room and  shot  it  out  with  the  Negro  boy  and 
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wounded  him  and  captured  him  and  took  him 
to  jail.  By  that  time  the  whole  place  was  filled 
with  firemen,  policemen,  and  when  they're 
excited  about  a  tiling  like  that— especially  the 
murder  of  a  policeman— they  go  to  town  on 
everything,  tear  your  curtains  down,  throw  book- 
cases over,  search  the  place  to  find  out  whether 
there  are  any  clues.  The  whole  house  was  a 
shambles,  and  tins  great  pool  of  blood  in  my 
studio. 

"When  I  got  there,  they  said,  'So  you're  Mr. 
Evergood,  are  you?  Well,  you're  under  arrest 
my  boy.'  For  having  a  dangerous  weapon- 
Sullivan  Law.  They  knew  as  well  as  I  that  a 
Very  pistol  was  not  a  weapon  used  normally  to 
kill  a  man.  But  it  had  killed,  so  I  was  arrested. 
I  was  taken  around  to  the  Sixth  Precinct  station 
two  or  three  blocks  away,  and  the  desk  sergeant 
showed  me  the  Very  pistol  and  said,  'Is  that 
yours?'  I  said,  'Yes.'  He  said,  "Well,  it's  killed 
the  man.  That's  what  killed  our  great  officer. 
You're  a  fine  kind  of  a  guy  to  have  a  weapon 
around  like  this,  that  could  kill  a  man.'  I  was 
fingerprinted  and  about  five  in  the  morning 
they  took  me  down  to  the  Tombs,  and  I  had  to 
walk  on  a  stage  like  a  criminal  where  all  the 
detectives  were  sitting  in  a  darkened  auditorium 
to  look  at  you.  They  asked  me  questions  about 
the  whole  thing,  and  I  told  them  what  I  knew. 
The  boy  had  said  I  was  a  friend  of  his.  I  refuted 
that,  of  course.  I  had  never  seen  him,  never 
heard  of  him,  knew  nothing  about  him  at  all. 
although  much  later  I  learned  of  a  mysterious 
thing  that  tied  him  up  to  me,  or  rather  to  my 
life. 

"Anyway,  they  put  me  through  all  the  pro- 


cedures of  a  regular  criminal  and  threw  me  into 
a  cell  with  young  hooligans  who  had  been 
shooting  up  people,  and  those  boys  treated  me 
grand,  as  if  I  was  one  of  them  now.  One  young 
gangster  said  to  me,  'Whatcha  in  here  for?'  I 
raid,  'Sullivan  Law.'  So  he  said,  'Gee,  they'll 
make  it  hard  for  you.  You'll  get  it,  boy.  You'll 
get  it  in  the  neck.  Probably  five  years  they'll 
send  you  up  for.' " 

The  months  that  followed  were  a  nightmare. 
The  painter  Frank  Kleinholz,  who  had  once 
been  a  lawyer,  saw  Evergood  through  the  in- 
dictment and  got  him  released  in  his  own  cus- 
tody pending  trial.  The  first  trial,  before  a 
one-judge  court,  failed  to  reach  a  verdict.  The 
second  trial,  before  three  judges,  was  more  pro- 
longed. At  the  insistence  of  Kleinholz  and  with 
the  help  of  Hudson  Walker  and  other  friends,  he 
engaged  one  of  the  country's  ablest  criminal 
lawyers,  Murray  I.  Gurfein.  Firearms  experts 
were  hired  who  testified  that  Very  pistols  had 
never,  in  their  knowledge,  been  used  as  lethal 
weapons,  that  the)'  were  standard  equipment 
on  many  small  craft,  that  they  could  be  bought 
at  any  marine  supply  store.  An  assistant  from 
the  lawyer's  office  was  sent  to  comb  antique 
stores,  where  he  picked  up  half-a-dozen  old  ones 
that  were  for  sale  as  decorations.  In  the  end, 
two  of  the  three  judges  voted  for  acquittal  and 
he  was  freed.  But  then  he  had  to  be  star  witness 
at  the  murder  trial  of  Gray. 

"By  the  time  I  got  through  with  that,  I  never 
wanted  to  paint  again,  I  felt  my  heart  was  giving 
out,  got  into  bed,  and  wouldn't  see  anybody.  I 
felt  terrible,  particularly  because  it  was  a  Negro 
boy.  I  had  to  testify  against  him,  and  he  was 
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electrocuted  for  tire  job.  It  was  very  strange. 
He  said  that  he  knew  me.  We  found  books, 
scrapbooks,  all  over  the  house  that  he  had  writ- 
ten in,  saying  things  like  'Phil — Phil  Evergood. 
The  great,  great  painter.  Phil  Evergood,  I  have 
found  a  toy.  I  would  like  to  kill  with  a  toy,  kill 
Phil  Evergood.'  He  was  waiting  for  me!  My 
God,  he  was  waiting  there  to  kill  me!  Probably 
crazy.  And  imagine  this  horror.  Julie  had  been 
in  our  house  two  weeks  before  the  murder.  She 
and  a  girl  friend  had  spent  the  night  in  the 
bedroom  underneath  the  studio  where  he  was. 
They  thought  they  heard  strange  noises  and 
were  afraid  to  investigate,  so  they  got  up  early 
the  next  morning  and  left.  And  suppose  I  had 
arrived  there  before  the  police?  I'd  have  been 
killed,  like  the  cop.  So  far  as  my  little  skin  was 
concerned,  I  was  certainly  very  lucky. 

"Just  one  other  thing  about  this  whole  inci- 
dent. About  the  time  of  the  trial  I  received  a 
letter  from  another  convict  on  Rikers  Island, 
who  told  me  that  he  had  seen  a  picture  of 
prisoners  I  had  painted  (they  were  actually 
political  prisoners,  not  criminals)  and  that  he 
admired  my  work  tremendously.  He  sent  me  a 
poem  he  had  written  to  my  work  (really  quite 
a  capable  one)  and  asked  me  for  money,  so  I 
sent  him  a  little.  I  didn't  know  then  that  he  was 
connected  at  all  to  the  boy  Gray.  But  when  he 
got  out  of  prison  himself,  this  other  fellow,  who 
was  also  a  Negro  youth,  he  came  to  see  me. 
I  happened  to  be  in  the  studio,  trying  to  recover 
my  equilibrium,  and  I  was  looking  for  a  little 
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teaching  job.  A  beautiful  red-haired  girl  was 
visiting  me  at  that  moment  to  ask  about  taking 
lessons.  Here  she  was,  nineteen  years  old,  all 
excited  about  the  idea,  showing  me  her  draw- 
ings, telling  me  exactly  when  she  would  start, 
and  'Oh,  it's  wonderful,  Mr.  Evergood,'  and  I 
was  going  to  be  paid  $1.50  an  hour  and  was 
happy  myself  because  she  was  attractive  and  I 
didn't  have  to  teach  someone  I  didn't  like. 
Suddenly  there  was  a  rap  on  my  studio  door  and 
in  comes  a  six-foot-two  giant  with  shoulders  on 
him  like  a  prizefighter.  He  said,  'Excuse  me  for 
barging  in  like  this,  but  I'm  the  convict  that's 
been  writing  you  letters.'  So  I  said,  'Stay  there 
a  minute.  Sit  down,  will  you,  I  didn't  invite  you 
and  I'm  having  a  conversation  with  tins  lady.' 
She  said,  'Oh  dear,  well  I  must  be  going  Mr. 
Evergood,  I'll  see  you  tomorrow.'  Boom!  Out 
she  went.  No  lessons,  no  beautiful  girl.  I  never 
saw  her  again. 

"I  turned  to  the  man  and  I  said,  'Come  into 
the  front  room.  Sit  down.  I  don't  like  this  in- 
trusion of  yours.  What  do  you  want?'  Well  lie 
told  me  a  long  hard-luck  story  of  how  he'd  been 
falsely  accused  of  theft  and  then  had  been  forced 
to  peddle  dope  and  had  beat  up  a  guy  who  was 
running  away  with  his  girl  friend,  and  they'd 
given  him  a  long  term,  but  now  he  wanted  to 
go  straight  and  could  I  help  him  to  get  a  job? 
Later  I  did,  through  a  Negro,  Judge  Silver, 
whom  I'd  met  recently  and  whose  wife  was 
doing  philanthropic  work  in  Harlem.  But  the 
point  of  the  story  is  that  he  told  me  about  the 
boy,  Gray.  He  said,  'I  met  Gray  on  the  Island. 
Our  prison  librarian  used  to  be  the  librarian  at 
Richmond  Hill  where  you  painted  the  mural. 
He'd  show  us  your  pictures  and  tell  us  what  a 
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wonderful  fellow  you  were.  So  when  Gray  got 
out — he  had  nowhere  to  go — he  came  to  visit 
you.  You  weren't  in  so  he  climbed  over  a  wall 
and  went  up  your  back  fire  escape  and  got  in. 
We  thought  you  were  a  decent  guy  and  wouldn't 
have  minded.  I  can  see  you're  not  as  nice  as  I 
thought  you  were.'  So  there  you  are.  That's  the 
story.  That's  how  the  whole  thing  started." 

Evergood  was  close  to  nervous  collapse  when 
these  tribulations  were  over,  and  even  the  suc- 
cess of  his  large  retrospective  exhibition  at  the 
A.C.A.  Gallery  in  1946  failed  to  restore  his 
peace  of  mind.  His  doctor  told  him  it  was  im- 
perative for  him  to  leave  the  city  and  live  in 
the  countrv  if  he  wished  to  regain  his  health. 
So  he  sold  the  Bank  Street  house,  which  he  had 
come  to  hate,  and  moved  out  to  Patchogue, 
where  he  remodeled  the  shack,  adding  a  con- 
crete studio  and  preparing  it  for  year-round 
living.  There  his  health  gradually  improved,  but 
it  was  not  a  happy  solution  in  the  long  run.  The 
damp  sea  air  disagreed  with  his  wife,  who  found 
it  impossible  to  live  there  and  had,  besides,  a 
job  and  her  career  as  a  dancer  and  teacher  of 
dancing  to  hold  her  in  New  York.  Alone  much 
of  the  time,  disgusted  with  the  world  and  him- 
self, he  felt  trapped  in  the  restless  circle  of  his 
own  unhappiness.  He  longed  to  move,  but  all 
his  funds  were  tied  up  in  the  cottage,  which  he 
soon  discovered  was  not  easy  to  sell.  With  a  kind 
of  hopeless  desperation,  he  embarked,  early  in 
\di'l,  on  a  project  no  artist  in  his  ri^ht  mind 
would  have  undertaken:  he  decided  to  paint  a 
prize-winning  picture  for  a  museum  he  had 
never  heard  of  before,  the  Terry  Art  Institute 
in  Miami,  which  had  just  announced  a  nation- 
wide contest.  Seating  himself  at  his  easel,  he 
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put  down  on  canvas  the  vivid  memory  of  Julia 
coming  through  the  door  with  her  bags  for  a 
weekend,  her  body  alive  with  the  dancer's 
quick  grace.  He  boxed  it  himself,  sent  it  off  with 
a  prayer  and  waited. 

Today  he  can  only  believe  that  it  was  once 
again  the  moment  for  fortune's  wheel  to  turn. 
In  February  it  brought  him  a  cryptic  notice 
from  the  Institute  requesting  him  to  appear  at 
Idlewild  airport  on  a  certain  day  and  hour. 
Arriving,  he  found  a  throng  of  other  artists  as- 
sembled at  one  of  the  gates.  All  of  them  had 
paintings  in  the  same  exhibition;  all  had  received 
similar  notices.  A  big  chartered  plane  touched 
down  on  the  runway.  Evergood,  with  one  or  two 
others,  was  called  from  the  crowd  and  instructed 
to  climb  the  landing  ramp.  When  he  reached 
the  top,  the  plane's  door  opened  and  Mr.  Terry 
emerged,  a  check  in  one  hand,  the  other  out- 
stretched to  congratulate  him.  His  picture. 
Happy  Entrance  (fig.  51),  had  won  first  pur- 
chase prize  of  $5,000.  After  brief  festivities  and 
the  presentation  of  lesser  awards,  Mr.  Terry 
remounted  his  plane  and  was  borne  back  to 
Miami,  leaving  a  somewhat  dazed  group  of 
painters  behind  him. 

The  windfall  gave  Evergood  new  courage. 
Nailing  a  "For  Sale"  sign  to  the  door,  he  locked 
up  the  cottage  at  Patchogue  and  drove  to  Con- 
necticut with  no  very  clear  idea  of  where  he 
wic  gem,;  but  heading  m  general  for  high  land 
away  from  the  water  and  for  the  less  settled 
sections  where  houses  were  cheap.  After  some 
searching  he  found  an  old  cow  barn  near  South- 
bury  which  had  already  been  remodeled  as  a 
home  by  its  owner.  Using  the  prize  money  as  a 
down  payment,  he  bought  it  in  May  and  has 
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lived  there  ever  since.  His  wife,  who  continues 
to  work  in  New  York,  comes  up  weekends  and 
for  her  vacations.  The  rest  of  the  time  he  keeps 
much  to  himself,  with  only  Feathers,  his  Pekin- 
ese, and  a  large  yellow  cat  for  company.  Nearly 
anonymous  in  the  stolid  world  of  a  small  farming 
community,  he  has  largelv  conquered  the  nerv- 
ous depression  of  the  preceding  years,  and  has 
painted  here  some  of  his  most  impressive  can- 
vases. It  has  worked  out  well. 

In  Evergood's  painting  of  the  last  decade,  a 
change  of  atmosphere  is  apparent — a  certain 
mellowness,  a  new  maturity.  On  the  whole  he 
has  dealt  less  often  and  less  bitterly  with  social 
problems;  the  black-and-white  moral  values  and 
violence  of  feeling  in  such  earlier  works  as 
American  Tragedy  have  yielded  to  symbolism 
or  to  satire  tempered  by  detachment — even,  per- 
haps, by  a  certain  indulgence  for  human  weak- 
ness. Several  of  his  recent  social  paintings  did 
not  spring  from  topical  issues  at  all,  but  are 
older  canvases  which  he  has  resurrected  and 
repainted.  Tile  Future  Belongs  to  Them  (fig. 
59),  Toiling  Hands  (fig.  52),  The  Passing 
Show  (fig.  55)  were  all  first  done  in  the  19'30's; 
all  emerged  more  lyrical  in  feeling,  richer  and 
more  subtle  in  surface,  after  their  repainting  in 
the  'fifties.  Perhaps  the  most  striking  transforma- 
tion of  an  earlier  work  is  The  New  Lazarus 
(fig.  63),  a  canvas  of  1927  which  the  artist 
enlarged  about  1940  and  re-worked  at  intervals 
over  the  succeeding  ysars  until  it  was  finished 
in  1954.  During  the  process  a  simple  biblical 
subject  grew  gradually  into  a  complex  and  mov- 
ing expression  of  the  artist's  faith  in  humanity, 
a  symbolic  painting  of  exceptional  sweep  and 
power.  The  symbols  are  harsh  and  direct:  racial 
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hatred  embodied  in  the  lynched  negro  and 
mourning  women;  man's  cruelty  to  man  in  the 
flayed  lamb  and  figure  of  Christ  (inspired  by 
Griinewald's  Crucifixion);  war  in  the  dead  and 
suffering  soldiers;  indifference  in  the  hear-noth- 
ing, say-nothing,  see-nothing  figures  at  the 
upper  right;  while  out  of  the  tragic  panorama 
Lazarus  rises,  miraculously,  the  new  man  of 
courage  dedicated  to  truth  and  to  love.  In  its 
resonant  color,  dominated  by  intense  reds  and 
blues,  and  its  extraordinary  design,  which  spins 
the  figures  like  a  whirlwind  around  the  oft-cen- 
tered figure  of  Christ,  it  is  one  of  Evergood's 
major  achievements  in  paint  and  a  summation 
of  his  whole  philosophy  of  life. 

Evergood  has  also  turned  to  new  social  themes 
in  the  1950's,  but  he  has  generally  treated  them 
with  a  subtlety  and  a  lightness  of  touch  in  con- 
siderable contrast  to  his  earlier  bludgeoning. 
Satisfaction  in  New  Jersey  ( fig.  60 )  is  a  probing 
psychological  study  of  a  self-indulgent  mother 
and  her  spoiled  children;  the  satirical  intent 
flashes  out  in  the  three  pah  of  blankly  staring 
eves  and  the  lady's  prettily  bared  teeth.  Woman 
of  Iowa  (fig.  71 )  is  a  different  type,  as  hard 
and  insensitive  as  the  standardized  "ranch" 
houses  behind  her,  but  not  without  a  certain 
heroic  quality,  too.  The  painting  in  both  pictures 
is  perfectly  adjusted  to  their  respective  moods, 
soft  and  feathery  in  the  first,  hard  as  iron  in  the 
second.  In  other  canvases  the  satire  dances  with 
a  kind  of  malicious  gaiety.  Threshold  to  Success 
(fig.  80),  which  started  as  a  demonstration 
before  a  summer  class  at  Duluth  University,  is 
a  witty  projection  of  the  erotic  dreams  of  a  young 
athlete  turned  scholar.  Enigma  of  the  Collective 
American  Soul  (fig.  88)   combines  in  a  most 
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unlikely  group  Eisenhower,  Churchill,  a  beauty- 
contest  winner  and  a  couple  of  magazine-cover 
types;  typically  Evergoodian  are  the  two  urchins 
stealing  a  smoke  in  the  comer.  There  is  little 
moral  indignation  to  be  found  in  any  of  these 
canvases,  although  they  betray  a  remarkably 
keen  eye  for  American  types  and  American 
foibles. 

But  on  the  whole,  Evergood's  interest  in  satire 
and  social  comment  seems  to  have  waned  as  he 
has  grown  older.  He  has  been  drawn,  instead, 
towards  subjects  which  he  can  invest  with 
fantasy  or  with  sensuousness,  often  both.  Per- 
haps the  fantasy  is  a  little  more  restrained  than 
it  was;  at  least  there  are  fewer  dreams  and  obses- 
sive shapes.  But  in  recompense  there  is  a  more 
pervasive  play  of  the  imagination,  which  mani- 
fests itself  in  that  strangeness  of  eve,  that  unique 
way  of  seeing,  which  is  so  undefinable  a  quality 
in  Evergood's  work.  Now  it  is  everywhere:  in 
the  unexpectedness  of  gesture,  in  the  intensity 
of  facial  expressions,  in  the  dislocations  of  per- 
spective, scale  and  proportion,  in  the  texture, 
the  drawing,  the  color,  the  shape  of  everything. 
The  true  fantasy  in  Juggler  of  Doom  (fig.  81) 
is  not  so  much  the  odd  contents  of  the  symbolic 
eggs — an  alligator,  a  snake,  a  rose,  an  unborn 
child,  three  cherries,  gold  coins  and  a  hand 
grenade — as  it  is  the  deadness  of  the  ivorv  flesh 
against  the  red  curtains,  the  almost  feminine, 
wasp-waisted  anatomy,  the  veiled  eyes  and  the 
ritualistic  gesture.  Woman  of  Iowa  (fig.  71) 
may  be  social  comment  on  a  recognizable  Amer- 
ican type,  yet  what  other  artist  would  have 
conceived  the  iron  brassiere,  the  blank  stare 
and  the  startling  prominence  of  the  ribs?  There 
is  scarcely  a  picture  which  Evergood   paints 
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today  that  docs  not  have,  to  some  degree,  that 
"little  sense  of  mystery"  he  so  often  mentions, 
that  seeing  of  things  with  a  kind  of  wild  surprise, 
as  if  they  had  never  been  seen  before,  as  if  they 
had  never  been  felt  before  in  quite  this  \\a\. 
It  is  the  truly  fantastic  quality  in  his  art,  and  it 
has  deepened  steadily  since  his  early  years  as 
a  painter. 

Of  course  other  and  more  obvious  miracles 
still  occur  from  time  to  time.  Artist's  Fantasy 
(fig.  87)  with  its  strange  gathering  on  the 
grass,  its  prancing  steeds  and  air-borne  muse, 
evokes  a  lyrical  and  enigmatic  mood,  but  the 
essential  elements  of  the  picture  were  estab- 
lished when  he  first  painted  it  in  1932.  The 
miracles  that  occur  in  his  art  today  are  more 
likely  to  be  ones  of  profusion,  for  there  is  some- 
thing in  Evergood  which  takes  a  special  joy  in 
richness  and  physical  vitality.  The  Garden  of 
Betti/  Mae  (fig.  83)  engulfs  her  in  its  riotous 
growth,  the  tiny  figure  of  Surprised  Wader 
(fig.  82)  is  nearly  lost  in  the  jungle  of  branches, 
Flowers  by  the  Lake  (fig.  75)  writhe  like 
giants  out  of  their-  bowl.  Sometimes  his  figures 
are  as  lush  as  the  vegetation.  The  Farmer's 
Daughter  (fig.  66)  and  the  American  Shrimp 
Girl  (fig.  65)  nearly  burst  their  clothes  with 
animal  vigor,  and  both  are  surrounded  by  mag- 
nificent harvests  of  sea  and  land.  They  are 
testimony  to  the  artist's  undimmed  delight  in 
the  language  of  the  senses. 

In  all  Evergood's  recent  work  there  is  appar- 
ent a  growing  technical  mastery  and  a  greater 
interest  in  the  unlimited  possibilities  of  the 
painter's  craft.  His  color  now  ranges  from  the 
deep,  discordant  chords  of  The  New  Lazarus 
(fig.  63)   to  the  pale,  singing  tones  of  DaDid 
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Playing  to  King  Saul  (fig.  74),  a  picture  in 
which  the  light  blues  and  violets  and  the 
brighter  yellows  and  reds  seem  to  echo  the 
very  tinkling  of  the  harp.  In  this,  as  in  many 
other  canvases,  the  color  is  instinctively  related 
to  the  subject  with  a  sureness  which  has  grown 
over  the  years. 

"It  is  an  arbitrary  choice,  so  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned. It's  not  a  matter  of  looking  at  a  piece  of 
nature,  like  a  beautiful  field,  and  selecting  the 
little  bits  of  beautiful  color  that  will  interpret 
it.  It's  done,  with  me,  by  closing  my  eyes  and 
knowing  the  color,  feeling  the  color  in  my  brain 
that  I  want  to  use — the  nasty  color  or  sickly 
color,  the  sweet  color  or  violent  color  or  pretty- 
pretty-dolly  color  that  will  express  the  mood  of 
what  I'm  trying  to  put  over.  I'm  not  a  calculating 
painter,  and  it's  not  an  analytical  process.  It's 
just  a  driving  instinct  at  the  moment  for  that 
piece  of  nasty  green  on  a  tablecloth,  we'll  say, 
and  a  vile,  clashing  red  on  a  boy's  sweater." 

If  Evergood  uses  color  primarily  as  an  ex- 
pressive tool,  he  is  also  fascinated  with  it  for  its 
own  sake,  and  several  late  canvases  seem  to  be 
principally  concerned  with  color  experiments. 
In  Nude  with  Violin  (fig.  70),  for  instance,  he 
plays  with  the  reflections  from  a  brightly  check- 
ered curtain  on  the  flesh  of  the  figure.  Out  of 
this  grew  further  researches  on  a  similar  prob- 
lem in  Vase  and  Flowers  (fig.  89).  Botli  of  these 
pictures  are  more  purely  esthetic  in  intent  than 
was  Evergood's  wont  in  earlier  years,  and  this  is 
true  not  only  in  the  matter  of  color.  Nude  with 
Violin,  is  also  an  essay  in  adapting  a  Renais- 
sance motif  (here,  the  profile  portrait)  to  a 
modern  subject — an  approach  Evergood  had 
tried  before  in  Leda  in  High  Places  (fig.  46), 
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which  was  frankly  inspired  by  the  Leda  attrib- 
uted to  Leonardo  in  the  Borghese  Gallery.  These 
half  playful  tributes  to  past  art,  in  the  tradition 
of  the  French  hommage  paintings,  are  further 
evidence  of  the  artist's  growing  concern  with 
the  whole  range  of  his  traditions. 

Evergood  is  quite  conscious,  too,  of  the  con- 
flicting poles  of  tradition  in  western  art,  which 
are  broadly  expressed  by  the  terms  classicism 
and  romanticism.  He  is  so  much  the  romantic 
artist,  himself,  that  his  allegiance  is  naturally 
with  the  latter,  but  at  the  same  time  he  has 
always  been  attracted  by  the  clarity  and  explicit- 
ness  of  statement  which  are  inherent  in  the 
classical  approach.  This  attraction  has  produced, 
throughout  his  career,  a  kind  of  stylistic  battle 
within  his  own  work,  a  constant  tension  between 
the  linear  and  the  painterly.  It  still  goes  on 
today,  widi  one  or  the  other  sometimes  clearly 
victorious,  but  more  often  fusing  in  a  difficult 
and  beautifully  resolved  counterpoint.  The  ex- 
tremes may  be  seen  in  the  almost  completely 
painterly  style  of  Samson  and  the  Lion  (fig. 
86),  the  almost  completely  linear  handling  of 
Woman  at  Piano  (fig.  77).  Their  fusion  will  be 
found  in  almost  all  his  other  work,  but  perhaps 
most  evenly  balanced  in  Enigma  of  the  Collec- 
tive American  Soul  (fig.  88)  with  its  richly 
shimmering  surface  accented  by  sudden  pas- 
sages of  forceful  drawing. 

"I  have  always  alternated  to  some  extent  in 
my  painting.  After  I  have  cut  loose  and  slashed 
in  and  painted  with  bravura  in  a  certain  period 
of  my  life,  it  has  then  seemed  necessary  to  me 
that  I  should  teach  myself  how  to  paint  a  beau- 
tiful little  face  with  meticulousness  and  control. 
That  was  what  my  general  progress  needed.  I 
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have  always  been  conscious  of  trying  not  to  go 
too  far  in  one  direction,  because  if  I  did  I  knew 
that  I  would  either  become  an  academician  or 
perhaps  a  Pollock-type  of  painter,  and  I  didn't 
want  to  be  either.  I  wanted  to  be  as  free  and  as 
daring  as  a  Pollock,  and  I  wanted  to  be  as  dis- 
ciplined as  a  Giotto — if  I  could. 

"Of  course  subject  has  something  to  do  with 
it.  Samson  and  the  Lion,  for  instance,  has  prac- 
tically nothing  linear  about  it;  it's  just  the  paint 
laid  on  with  a  trowel.  The  violence  of  the  theme 
seemed  to  call  for  the  violent  handling  of  the 
paint,  in  a  kind  of  fierce  explosion  of  slashing. 
Whereas  another  painting,  like  the  Boy  from 
Stalingrad  perhaps,  is  small  in  scale  and  needs  a 
great  deal  of  precious  little  detail  to  bring  out 
his  youth  and  the  little  sorrow  in  his  face.  Some- 
times just  the  scale  of  the  canvas  itself  deter- 
mines how  you  paint. 

"But  beyond  these  considerations  I  do  believe 
that  the  whole  interest  of  art  depends  very  much 
on  the  relationship  of  sharpness  to  softness,  of 
disappearing  edge  to  defined  edge,  on  the  lack 
of  monotony  between  the  accented  moment  and 
the  let-go  moment.  You  don't  always  feel  strong 
enough  to  do  that.  I've  done  drawings  that  I've 
looked  at  afterwards  and  found  banal  and 
monotonous  because  I  hadn't  been  inspired  at 
the  time  to  know  where  to  accent  one  sweeping 
line  with  another  brittle,  wiry  line.  But  on  the 
other  hand,  when  I  feel  that  I've  been  successful 
— especially  in  my  paintings — it's  always  been 
the  little  sharp  drawing  of  a  toe  or  a  finger  or 
an  eyelid  in  relation  to  a  big  kind  of  smoothness 
and  lost-edge  quality  that  has  made  it  any  good 
at  all." 

The  extraordinary  versatility  of  Evergood's 


draughtsmanship  appears  most  clearly,  perhaps, 
in  a  series  of  big  drawings  which  he  did  in  1954- 
55.  In  these  his  line  varies  widely.  It  can  be 
emphatic  and  deliberately  awkward,  as  it  is  in 
Put  to  Pasture  (fig.  73),  where  every  rivet  of 
the  old  locomotive  and  every  stripe  in  the  engi- 
neer's coat  is  drawn  with  an  insistence  which 
might  be  monotonous  were  it  not  for  the  char- 
acter and  variety  of  the  strokes.  It  can  also  be 
as  subtle  and  precise  as  a  sharp-focus  photo- 
graph and  much  more  incisive  in  rendering 
character,  as  it  is  hr  Dear  Aunt  Susie  (fig.  69). 
It  can  be  bold  and  summary,  suggesting  a  whole 
range  of  forms  and  textures  with  a  minimum 
of  means,  as  it  is  in  Man  Reading  (fig.  68).  It 
can  bound  with  a  wild  humor  of  its  own,  quite 
disregarding  natural  shapes  and  proportions,  as 
it  does  in  Lolly  with  Her  Hair  Down.  And  it  can 
perform  the  most  delicate  and  sinuous  of  ara- 
besques, as  it  does  in  the  floating  tresses  of 
Julia  (fig.  72). 

A  greater  linear  virtuosity  is  also  apparent  in 
the  paintings  of  the  last  ten  years.  Early  in  his 
career  Evergood  discovered  the  extraordinary 
expressiveness  of  child  art  and  developed  from  it 
a  bold,  direct  drawing  of  his  own,  marked  by  a 
certain  conscious  naivete  of  handling.  He  still 
uses  it  in  pictures  like  Resort  Beach  (fig.  79), 
Threshold  to  Siwcess  (fig.  80)  or  Cirl  and  Sun- 
flowers (fig.  61),  although  it  has  come  to  look 
less  like  its  source  and  more  like  pure  Evergood. 
But  this  is  now  only  one  facet  in  a  more  complex 
style.  As  he  has  grown  older,  Evergood  has  per- 
mitted a  natural  decorative  sensibility  to  de- 
velop more  freely  in  essentially  flat  patterns  of 
great  variety  and  beauty.  Woman  at  Piano  (fig. 
77)  is  one  of  the  most  striking  examples,  a  pic- 
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87.  Artist's  Fantasy. 

1932  vs.  Oil  34  .  IS  Collection  oj   Lrmand  G   /  W7 


Enigma  of  the  Collective  American  Soul. 

2959    Oil  70  x  36.  Collection  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Gosman. 


ture  organized  in  very  shallow  space  with  a 
remarkably  sensitive  relation  between  tile  sil- 
houetted shapes  and,  above  all,  a  superb  play  of 
line  as  it  ranges  from  the  flowing  curves  of  the 
figure  and  the  piano  through  the  wiry  foliage, 
the  staccato  marks  of  die  music  and  on  to  the 
stark  bars  of  window,  music  rack  and  floor.  The 
background  of  Flowers  by  the  Lake  (fig.  75), 
another  predominantly  linear  picture,  has  a 
marked  oriental  feeling  in  the  flat  perspective 
and  the  spotting  of  objects,  but  the  bouquet 
itself  reminds  one  of  the  sinuosity  of  art  nouveau 
or  the  complex  flourishes  of  a  nineteenth-century 
monogram  engraved  on  silver,  though  naturally 
developed  with  greater  freedom  than  the  latter. 
The  same  decorative  sense  invades  many  other 
recent  pictures  widiout  taking  them  over  quite 
so  completely.  It  can  be  seen  in  the  richly  pat- 
terned background  of  American  Shrimp  Girl 
(fig.  65)  and  her  own  robust  silhouette,  in  the 
Victorian  bedstead  and  the  black  wire  coat 
hangers  which  add  so  much  visually  to  Nude 
with  Violin  (fig.  70)  or  in  the  vibrant  web  of 
branches  which  enclose  Surprised  Wader  (fig. 
82).  In  retrospect,  its  beginnings  can  be  per- 
ceived in  a  few  earlier  pictures,  such  as  Nude 
by  the  El  or  Juju  as  a  Wave,  but  it  is  only  in  the 
last  decade  that  it  has  emerged  fully  as  a  major 
element  in  his  work. 

This  emergence  is  a  part  of  Evergood's  ma- 
turity as  an  artist.  It  is  closely  linked  with  the 
wider  problem  of  design,  which  has  come  to 
absorb  him  more  and  more  with  the  passage 
of  years.  Early  in  the  1930's  he  had  established 
a  preference  for  closely  knit  compositions, 
strongly  related  to  the  picture  plane,  but  in  the 
urgency  of  his  concern  with  other  matters — 
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with  social  problems,  with  fantasy  and  with  the 
whole  development  of  a  personal  style — he  had 
tended  to  organize  his  pictures  either  quite 
simply  (as  in  single  figures  like  Lily  and  the 
Sparrows)  or  as  turbulent  waves  of  action,  a 
little  casual  in  their  formal  relations  (as  in  Street 
Corner).  There  were,  of  course,  exceptions.  The 
Richmond  Hill  murals  were  designed  with  a 
great  deal  of  thought  and  skill,  and  a  few  pic- 
tures, like  The  Pink  Dismissal  Slip  were  more 
subtly  built.  Since  the  early  1940's  Evergood 
has  worked  with  increasing  sensibility  on  con- 
sciously wrought  designs  which,  though  still 
contained  for  the  most  part  within  the  shallow 
space  he  prefers,  have  both  a  stronger  and  a  less 
obvious  architecture.  His  most  powerful  and  his 
most  complex  compositions,  already  discussed, 
came  only  in  the  1950's  with  The  Jester  and  The 
New  Lazarus. 

"I  have  often  thought  that  all  good  artists  de- 
velop a  better  sense  of  design  as  they  grow 
older.  Design  is  the  hardest  thing  we  do.  Solv- 
ing its  problems  comes  later — it  comes  last. 
Think  of  the  great  Titians  of  his  old  age.  Or 
compare  the  early  Giottos  with  the  late  ones. 
The  earlv  pictures  don't  have  that  odd  balance, 
that  holding  together  with  great  strength  yet 
pulling  away  from  balance  that  you  find  in  the 
late  work,  which  has  the  terrific  structure  of  a 
great  piece  of  architecture  that  will  never  col- 
lapse but  is  never  monotonous  or  symmetrical. 

"In  my  own  work  I  sometimes  sit  down  with 
a  canvas  and  divide  it  up — draw  a  diagonal, 
as  some  of  the  old  masters  did,  and  fit  little 
shapes  and  things  around  it  the  way  an  abstract 
painter  would — a  Mondrian-type  of  abstract 
painter.  Then  I  begin  to  paint  the  thing  I  want 


Vase  and  Flowers. 

1959.  Oil.  44  x  30.  Collection  of  Mrs.  Ella  Jaffe. 


to  paint  within  those  little  areas.  Afterwards  I 
take  a  great  deal  of  liberty  in  covering  the  struc- 
ture up  so  it  won't  be  too  obvious — not  that  1 
want  to  hide  my  method  but  because  it  seems 
more  intriguing  that  way.  Sometimes,  of  course, 
the  urge  strikes  me  to  just  abandon  all  reason 
and  get  to  work  slashing  in  the  design,  not  even 
caring  how  the  work  goes  on  the  canvas.  But 
lots  of  my  paintings  have  been  worked  the  first 
way,  though  they  may  not  look  it." 

From  all  this  it  is  apparent  that  Evergood 
has  changed  and  grown,  is  still  changing  and 
growing,  as  an  artist.  The  complexity"  of  his  craft 
and  the  complexity  of  his  own  nature  have  both 
deepened  over  the  years,  and  the  mysterious 
process  of  embodying  the  latter  in  the  former 
presents  a  perpetually  new  challenge  which 
must  seem,  at  times,  insuperable.  Yet  there  are 
few  American  painters  of  his  generation  whose 
own  lives  and  characters  are  so  evidently  mir- 
rored in  their  work.  This  is  not  accidental.  Ever- 
good  has  battled  to  make  it  so  and  has  often 
been  wounded  in  consequence,  for  he  has  kept 
his  sensibilities  almost  totally  unprotected.  He 
must  weep  or  laugh  in  life  with  the  same  inten- 
sity that  he  weeps  or  laughs  on  canvas.  And  he 
must  translate  the  emotions  of  life  into  the  very 
different  language  of  art  with  the  utmost  im- 
mediacy of  feeling.  In  this  he  is  a  hard  and 
self-critical  perfectionist,  who,  like  Ryder,  hates 
to  part  with  a  canvas  and  will  repaint  it  iTr-r.v 
times  over  long  periods  unless  forcibly  pre- 
vented. (He  startled  one  collector  who  returned 
a  picture  to  him  for  minor  repairs  by  filling  the 
sky  with  wildly  swooping  airplanes).  Despite 
the  fact  that  he  has  painted  many  hasty  and 
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91.  Virginia  in  the  Giotto. 

1959.  Oil.  50  x  30. 
Whitney  Museum  of  Amer- 
ican  Art,  Liiiug  Arts 
Foundation  Fund. 


even  some  downright  bad  canvases,  he  has  never 
painted  a  dull  or  a  conventional  one. 

Perhaps  one  very  small  portrait  of  himself 
with  a  divining  rod  (fig.  62),  painted  about 
1954,  sums  up  the  story  best.  Here,  symbolized, 
is  the  search  of  the  idealist;  here,  too,  are  the 
wild  and  staring  eyes,  the  sensuous  mouth,  the 
unabashed  sense  of  drama  in  his  own  being 
and,  beneath  it,  the  undercurrent  of  ironic 
humor.  With  all  his  mercurial  changes  of  mood 
and  of  style,  there  is,  at  the  core,  one  essential 
Evergood — a  man  touched  with  madness,  not 
in  the  clinical  sense  but  in  the  divine  one  of  the 
Greeks.  Or  if  this  seems  too  heroic  a  figure  for 
an  artist  so  deeply  concerned  with  the  realities 
of  daily  living,  let  us  say  in  the  more  modern 
meaning  winch  Frederick  Schiller  intended 
when  he  wrote,  in  a  letter  of  1788:  "Apparently 
it  is  not  good — and  indeed  it  hinders  the  crea- 
tive work  of  the  mind — if  the  intellect  examines 
too  closely  the  ideas  already  pouring  in,  as  it 
were,  at  the  gates.  Regarded  in  isolation,  an  idea 
may  be  quite  insignificant,  and  venturesome  in 
the  extreme,  but  it  may  acquire  importance 
from  an  idea  which  follows  it.  .  .  .  In  the  case  of 
a  creative  mind,  it  seems  to  me,  the  intellect 
has  withdrawn  its  watchers  from  the  gates,  and 
the  ideas  rush  in  pell-mell,  and  only  then  does  it 
review  and  inspect  the  multitude.  You  worthy 
critics,  or  whatever  you  may  call  yourselves,  are 
ashamed  or  afraid  of  the  momentary  and  pass- 
ing madness  which  is  found  in  all  real  creators, 
the  longer  or  shorter  duration  of  which  dis- 
tinguishes the  thinking  artist  from  the  dreamer." 
Evergood,  strange  to  say,  is  both. 
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1901  October  26:  born  New  York  City,  son  of  Miles  Evergood 
(Meyer  Evergood  Blashki)  and  Flora  Jane  (Perry) 
Evergood. 

1905  Began  to  take  piano  lessons  from  Mme.  Rabagliatti. 
Played  in  concert  with  her  three  years  later. 

1907-1908      Attended  the  Ethical  Culture  School. 

1909  To  England  with  his  mother.  Attended  various  board- 
ing schools  there.  Spent  vacations  with  his  grandmother 
in   London   and   with   other  members   of   his   mother's 

1914  Graduated  from  Stubbington  House  School.  Passed  his 
written  examinations  for  the  Royal  Naval  Training  Col- 
lege, Osborne.  Hospitalized  for  five  months  with  acute 
appendicitis  and  gave  up  naval  career.  His  father  and 
mother,  who  had  joined  him  in  England,  changed  their 
name  legally  from  Blashki  to  Evergood. 

1915-1919      Attended   Eton.    Made   many   biblical,   allegorical   and 
historical  drawings. 

1919  Graduated  from  Eton,  To  Belgium  where  he  was  tutored 
in  French,  Latin  and  mathematics.  Admitted  to  Trinity 
Hall  College,  Cambridge  University. 

1921  Decided  to  become  an  artist.  Left  Cambridge.  Entered 
the  Slade  School  in  London  where  he  studied  drawing 
under  Henry  Tonks  and  sculpture  with  Havard  Thomas. 

1922  After  a  visit  to  Paris  made  a  brief  trip  to  America  to 
settle  his  parents,  who  had  returned  permanently. 

1923  Graduated  from  the  Slade  School.  Rejoined  his  family 
in  New  York.  Studied  drawing  at  the  Art  Students 
League  for  a  year  under  William  von  Schlegell  and 
George  Luks.  Sketched  at  night  at  the  Educational  Al- 
liance School  and  did  a  little  painting  on  his  own. 
Learned  etching  from  Philip  Reisman  and  Harry  Stern- 
berg. 

1924  Trip  to  Europe  with  Melville  Chater,  writer  for  the 
National  Geographic  Magazine.  Then  to  Paris  where  he 
had  a  studio  in  the  rue  du  Cherche-Midi.  Studied  briefly 
with  Jean  Paul  Laurens  at  the  Academie  Julian,  and 


with  Andre  Lhote.  Worked  independently  for  a  year. 
Met  his  future  wife,  Julia  Cross,  who  was  studying  paint- 
ing and  ballet.  A  still  life,  submitted  by  his  mother, 
accepted  by  the  National  Academy  of  Design,  New 
York. 

1925  Fall:  exhibited  etching  at  the  Salon  d'Automne.  Traveled 
in  Italy.  Studied  for  about  six  weeks  at  the  British 
Academy  in  Rome.  Then  spent  several  months  painting 
in  the  South  of  France. 

1926  Returned  to  America.  Continued  to  paint  in  a  studio 
in  Martinsville,  New  Jersey,  lent  to  him  by  the  author 
Harvey  O'Higgins. 

1SJ27  Death  of  his  mother.  Joined  group  of  young  artists  at 
the  Dudensing  Galleries.  Given  his  first  one-man  show 
at  the  Galleries  in  November. 

1929  The  Montross  Gallery  became  his  dealer. 

1930  To  France.  Had  a  studio  in  the  rue  Delambre  in  Paris. 
Worked  independendy.  Supported  himself  by  working 
as  a  carpenter,  building  stage  scenery  and  as  a  sparring 
partner  for  professional  boxers.  Studied  engraving  for 
a  short  time  with  William  Hayter  at  Atelier  17. 

1931  To  Spain  for  six  months.  Studied  the  work  of  El  Greco, 
Goya  and  Velasquez.  Worked  for  several  months  in 
Paris  then  returned  to  America.  Married  Julia  Cross  in 
New  York.  Both  worked  for  a  time  in  Amelia  White's 
Gallery  of  American  Indian  Art. 

1934  Exhibited  in  Whitney  Museum's  Second  Biennial  and 
included  in  all  its  subsequent  Annuals.  Joined  Public- 
Works  of  Art  Project.  Worked  for  this  and  its  successor, 
the  Federal  Ait  Project  of  the  WPA,  until  about  1937. 

1935  Joined  the  Midtown  Gallery  group. 
c.1936     Moved  to  Woodside,  New  York. 

1936  Took  part  in  the  "219  Strike"  instituted  by  two  hundred 
and  nineteen  artists  to  protest  layoffs  from  the  Federal 
Art  Project.  Assigned  to  Mural  Section  of  the  Federal 
Art  Project. 


1936-1937  On  faculty  of  the  American  Artists  School.  Donated  his 
time  teaching  creative  composition  and  painting. 

1937  Joined  the  A.  C.  A.  Gallery,  which  has  been  his  dealer 
ever  since.  Completed  his  mural.  The  Story  of  Richmond 
Hill,  executed  for  the  public  library  at  Richmond  Hill, 
Long  Island.  June:  in  two-man  exhibition  with  his  father 
at  the  Athenaeum  Gallery,  Melbourne,  Australia.  His 
painting,  Art  on  the  Beach,  bought  by  public  subscrip- 
tion and  presented  to  the  National  Gallery  of  Victoria, 
Melbourne. 

1938  January:  death  of  his  father  at  Kalorama,  Victoria,  Aus- 
tralia. Painted  mural,  Cotton  from  Field  to  Mill,  for  the 
U.  S.  Post  Office  in  Jackson,  Georgia,  commissioned  by 
the  Section  of  Fine  Arts  of  the  Treasury  Department. 
November:  appointed  Managing  Supervisor,  Easel  Di- 
vision of  the  New  York  WPA  Art  Project. 

1940  Resident  Artist,  Kalamazoo  College.  Michigan,  for  two 
years.  From  this  time  on  represented  in  virtually  every 
important  annual  and  biennial  in  the  country. 

1941  Summer:  in  hospital  for  four  months  after  serious  opera- 
tion for  cancer.  Completed  mural.  The  Bridge  to  Life, 
for  Kalamazoo  College. 

1942-1943  Taught  once  a  week  at  Muhlenberg  College  in  Allen- 
town,  Pennsylvania.  Gave  private  classes  in  Bethlehem 
and  at  the  SetBement  Music  School,  Philadelphia. 

1943  February:  accepted  invitation  by  the  War  Department 
(with  ten  other  artists)  to  make  a  pictorial  record  of 
the  war.  Gave  up  his  teaching  jobs,  but  was  rejected  by 
the  Army  in  May.  Found  a  job  at  the  Midtown  Frame 
Shop.  Side  of  nine  pictures  to  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn  en- 
abled him  to  leave  the  shop  and  return  to  painting. 

1945  Bought  a  house  at  132  Bank  Street  in  New  York  and  a 
cottage  in  Patchogue,  Long  Island. 

1946  Sold  Bank  Sheet  house.  Moved  to  Patchogue  where  he 
remodeled  the  cottage  and  added  a  studio.  Taught  at 
The  Contemporary  School  of  Art,  Brooklyn,  and  briefly 
at  The  Jefferson  School,  New  York. 

1952  May:  moved  to  Southbury.  Connecticut.  Has  lived  there 
ever  since. 


Member  ol  the  American  Artists  Congress.  President  of 
the  Artists  Union,  and  of  the  United  American  Artists. 
Member  of  the  Artists  Committee  of  Action,  the  Artists 
League  of  America.  The  American  Society  of  Painters, 
Sculptors  and  Gravers,  An  American  Group,  The  Na- 
tional Society  of  Mural  Painters,  Artists  Equity  Associa- 
tion (founding  member),  and  The  National  Institute  of 
Arts  and  Letters. 

awards:  1935:  M.  V.  Kolmstamm  Prize,  Art  Institute 
of  Chicago.  1941:  Carnegie  Corporation  Grant.  1942: 
Carnegie  Corporation  Grant;  Sixth  Prize,  Metropolitan 
Museum  of  Art  Artists  for  Victory  exhibition  1944: 
Second  Prize,  Pepsi-Cola  Portrait  of  America  exhibition, 
New  York.  1945:  Second  Honorable  Mention,  Carnegie 
Institute.  1946:  Second  Prize,  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt 
Competition,  A.C.A.  Gallery;  William  II.  Tutlnll  Prize, 
Art  Institute  of  Chicago;  Alexander  Shilling  Purchase 
Award.  1947:  Second  Prize,  La  Tausca  Art  Competi- 
tion, New  York.  1949:  American  Prize,  Hallmark  Art 
Award,  New  York;  Carol  H.  Beck  Gold  Medal,  Pennsyl- 
vania Academy  of  the  Fine  Arts;  Second  Prize,  Carnegie 
Institute,  1951:  Second  W.  A.  Clark  Prize,  Corcoran 
Gallery  of  Art;  First  Prize,  First  Long  Island  Art  Fes- 
tival.  1952:   First  Prize,  Terry   Art   Institute,    Mi. 

Florida.  1955:  First  Prize,  Baltimore  Museum  of  Art, 
The  Seaport  exhibition.  1956:  Grant  for  Painting,  Ameri- 
can Academy  of  Arts  and  Letters.  1958:  Temple  Gold 
Medal,  Pennsylvania  Academy  of  the  Fine  Ails 

One-man  exhibitions:  Dudensing  Galleries,  N.  Y,  1927. 
Montross  Gallery,  N.  Y..  1929.  also  1933  and  1935; 
Balzac  Galleries,  c.  1932;  Hollins  College,  Virginia 
(drawings),  1935;  Denver  Art  Museum,  1936;  AC  A 
Gallery,  N.  Y„  1938,  also  1940,  1942,  1944,  1946.  1948. 
1951,  1953  and  1955;  Kalamazoo  Institute  of  Arts, 
1940;  McDonald  Gallery,  N.  Y.  (drawings),  194L  Le- 
high University,  Pennsylvania  (drawings  and  prints), 
i  I'lli.  Norlyst  Gallery,  N.  Y.  (childhood  drawings), 
1948  Kansas  State  Teachers  (  ollege,  1953;  Carelick's 
Gallery,  Detroit,  1953.  also  rr,y  \l)m  R  Kite  Art 
Institute,  University  of  Louisville  (drawings),  1953; 
University  of  Minnesota.  Duluth  (retrospective),  1955; 
Newcomb  Art  School  Galleries,  Tulane  University, 
Louisiana  (drawings),  1957:  Iowa  State  Teachers  Col- 
lege (drawings).  1957. 
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Works  marked  with  an  asterisk 

are  exhibited  at  the  Whitney  Museum  only. 

Certain  works  are  {or  sale. 

Prices  ivill  he  furnished  on  request. 


1.  self-portrait.0  1919.  6H  x  S&.  Lent  by  Joseph  H. 
Hirshhom. 

2.  VARIATION    ON    A    CLASSICAL    THEME,    I.°     C,     1927. 

Watercolor.  15!i  x  I6J2  (sight).  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  Davies  Stamm. 

3.  VARIATION    ON    A    CLASSICAL    THEME,    U.°    C.     1927. 

Watercolor.   158  x  16!i   (sight).  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  Davies  Stamm. 

4.  M.  T.  FLORINSKY,  D.  S.  MIRSKY  AND  THE  PtDGET.  1928 

( slightly   enlarged    c.    1945).    41    x   51.    Lent   by 
Michael  T.  Florinsky.  ll 

5.  BURIAL    OF   THE    QUEEN   OF    SHEBA.    1933.    22   X   28. 

Lent  by  The  Knoedler  Galleries,  New  York.  II. 

6.  smiling  julia."  1933.  Pencil  and  sanguine. 
15,'i  x  10.  Lent  by  the  artist. 

7.  dance  marathon.  1934.  60  x  40.  Lent  by  Terry 
Dintenfass.  11. 

8.  evening  reading.0  1934.  25  x  30.  Lent  by  Joseph 
H.  Hirshhom.  ll. 

9.  nude  by  the  el.  1934.  38  x  43.  Lent  by  Joseph  H. 
Hirshhom.  ll. 

10.  treadmill,  c.  1934.  49  x  29.  Lent  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Herbert  R.  Steinmrmn.  //. 

11.  sunday  in  astoria.  1935.  23  x  27.  Lent  by  Chaim 
Gross. 

12.  the  siding.0  1936.  36  x  27.  Lent  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
David  K.  Kaufman,  ll. 

13.  street  corner.  1936.  30  x  55.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs,  Himan  Brown.  ll. 

14.  American  tracedy.0  1937.  29!£  x  39!j.  Lent  by 
Armand  G.  Erpf.  11. 

15.  mine  disaster."  c.  1937.  40  x  70.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Himan  Brown.  J/. 

16.  the  pink  dismissal  slip.  1937.  28  x  22)4.  Lent  bv 
the  Andrew  Dickson  White  Museum  of  Art,  Cor- 
nell University,  Gift  of  Harry  N.  Abrams.  ll 

17.  lily  and  the  sparrows.  1939.  30  x  24.  Collection 
of  the  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art.  II. 

18.  my  forebears  were  pioneers.  1940.  50  x  36.  Lent 
by  Mrs.  Frances  W.  Betner.  //. 


through  the  mill.0  1940.  36  x  52.  Collection  of 
the  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art.  11. 

fascist  company,  c.  1942.  44  x  31.  Lent  by  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  John  Davies  Stamm.  ll. 

juju  as  a  wave.  1935/42.  69  x  43!*.  Lent  by  Joseph 
H.  Hirshhom.  //. 

self-portrait.   1943.  60  x  36.  Lent  by  Mr.   and 
Mrs.  Fred  Kraus.  //. 

,  turmoil.0  24!i  x  20&.  Lent  by  Joseph  H.  Hirsh- 
hom. ll. 

.  madonna  of  the  mines."  1932/44.  48  x  29.  Lent 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Kotuk.  II. 

.  moon  maiden.  1944.  40  x  35.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sol  Fishko.  //. 

.  still  life.  1944.  34/2  x  39/2.  Lent  by  lone  and 
Hudson  Walker,  ll 

.  men  and  mountain.  1945.  42  x  48.  Lent  by  Her- 
bert Small,  fl. 

.  THE  QUARANTINED  CITADEL."  1945.  48  X  39.  Lent 

by  Mrs.  Robert  Lang.  //. 

.  the  bluebird.  1930/46.  56  x  29.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Harry  N.  Abrams.  II 

.  a  cup  of  tea.  1946.  33  x  25.  Lent  by  Lily  Harmon. 
ll 

.  dream  catch.  1946.  29J4  x  20.  Lent  by  Joseph  H- 
Hirshhom.  J/. 

.  the  hidden  apple.  1946.  40  x  24!a.  Lent  by  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Alexander  Dobkin.  //. 

i.  portrait  of  my  mother.  1927/46.  36  x  23.  Lent 
by  Marvin  Small,  ll 

:.  flight  of  fancy.  1947.  41)4  x  44)1.  Lent  by  The 
Baltimore  Museum  of  Art.  ll. 

>.  new   death."    1947.   37   x   31X.    Lent   by   Terry 
Dintenfass.  II. 

>.  the  little  captain.  1948.  48!i  x  37&.  Lent  by 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roy  R.  Neuberger.  //. 


37.  workehs'  victory."  1948.  40  x  40.  Lent  by  the 
A.  C.  A.  Gallery.  //. 

38.  the  forcotten  man.0  c.  1949.  60  x  40.  Lent  by 
the  A.  C.  A.  Gallery.  //. 

39.  leda  in  high  places.  1949.  45  x  30.  Lent  by  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  David  A.  Harris.  II. 

40.  the  jester.  1950.  72  x  96.  Lent  by  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sol  Brody.  II 

41.  sunny  side  of  the  street.0  1950.  50  x  3634.  Lent 
by  The  Corcoran  Gallery  of  Art.  Purchase,  Anna  E. 
Clark  Fund.  II. 

42.  girl  and  sunflowers."  1951.  35  x  26.  Lent  by  the 
Stanley  J.  Wolf  Collection.  11 

43.  passinc  show.  c.  1934/51.  65  x  40.  Lent  by  the 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sidney  Lawrence  Collection.  //. 

44.  satisfaction  in  new  jersey,  c.  1951.  42  x  36.  Lent 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alvin  M.  Greenstein,  7/. 

45.  self-portrait  with  nude.  1951.  31  x  15.  Lent  by 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bernard  Livingston.  //. 

46.  portrait  of  the  kleinholz  family.  1953.  43  x 
35.  Lent  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  Kleinholz.  7/. 

47.  American  shrimp  girl.  1954.  46  x  32.  Lent  by 
Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  //. 

48.  dear  aunt  susie.  1954.  Ink  and  charcoal.  44Ji  x 
22.  Lent  by  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  ll. 

49.  the  mcconney  flats."  1954.  14  x  2351.  Lent  by 
Gladys  and  Selig  Burrows,  ll. 

50.  man  readinc.  1954.  Ink  and  charcoal.  373*  x  24M. 
Lent  by  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  II. 

51.  the  new  lazarus.  1927-54.  48  x  833i.  Collection 
of  the  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art,  gift  of 
Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  II. 

52.  put  to  pasture.  1954.  Ink  and  charcoal.  37  x  24. 
Lent  by  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  //. 

53.  self-portrait  with  divining  rod.  c.  1954.  153a  x 
1135.  Lent  by  Terry  Dintenfass.  ll. 

54.  david  playing  to  king  saul.  1931/55.  3651  x  G 1 ' i 
Lent  bv  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Martin  Michel.  //. 


flowers  ry  the  lake.  1955.  48  x  2934.  Lent  by 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stanley  Mossman.  //. 

julia."  1955.  Brush  and  ink.  3651  x  2334  (sight). 
Lent  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sol  Fishko.  //. 

lolly  with  her  hair  down."  1955.  Charcoal.  37X 
x  2434.  Lent  by  Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn. 

woman  at  piano.  1955.  59!s  x  35%,  Lent  by  Terry 
Dintenfass.  II. 

snuc  harbor.  1942/56.  30  x  25.  Lent  by  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  S.  Holtzman.  11. 

nude  with  violin.  1957.  50  x  30.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  David  A.  Harris.  II. 

peaceful  sttll  life.  c.  1957.  24  x  18.  Lent  by 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Renthal. 

threshold  to  success.  1955  57.  65  x  36.  Lent  by 
The  Pennsylvania  Academy  of  the  Fine  Arts.  ll. 

.  toiling  hands,  c.  1939/57-58.  24  x  30.  Lent  by  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  David  A.  Epstein.  I/. 

.  artist's  fantasy.  1932/58.  84  x  48.  Lent  by 
Armand  G.  Erpf.  J/. 

,  dusk  at  fuji.  1927/58,  36  x  40.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bertram  M.  Brown,  //, 

,  the  garden  of  betty  mae.  1958.  40Ja  x  253a.  Lent 
by  Alfredo  Valente.  II. 

.  juggler  of  doom.  1958.  2151  x  1851.  Lent  by  the 
David  and  Manuel  Greer  Collection.  //. 

.  woman  of  iowa.  1958.  35  x  30.  Lent  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Lawrence  A.  Fleischman.  //. 

.  cool  doll  in  pool.°  1959.  35  x  25.  Lent  by  David 
A.  Teichman.  ll. 

.    ENIGMA  OF  THE  COLLECTIVE  AMERICAN  SOUL.   1959. 

70  x  36.  Lent  by  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Gosman.  //. 

.  samson  and  the  lion.6  1959.  35  x  25.  Lent  by 
Joseph  H.  Hirshhorn.  II. 

.  vircinl\  in  the  GROTTO.  1959.  50  x  30.  Collection 
of  the  Whitney  Museum  of  American  Art.  Living 
Arts  Foundation  Fund,  //, 
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